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Young Philoret and Calia met 42 
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OR haughty Phillis Thyrfis pines, 
F In his pale Cheeks the Roſes fade; 
The gaily chearful Sports reſigns, - 
And ſeeks the ſweetly ſoothing Shade. 
Now by the Stream ſupine he lyes, © 
Or o'er che Mead does frantick ſtray 
Or to the rocky Mountain hies, 
As Love dire&s the various Way. 
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To Groves, to Streams, to Wilds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals, 
Nor to the Rock pours forth his Moan, 
Since babling Eccho ne'er conceals, / 


At length the Nymph for Thyrfis burns, 
And cools his ſwift-conſuming Flame : 
Pleas'd Thyrfis ſmiles, ſad Phzllzs mourns, 
And riſing Bluſhes ſpeak her Shame, 
To mute Abodes'the 'perjur'd Youth 
No more. repeats a Paſſion feign'd ; | 
The Village rings wich the ſad Truth, 
For Thyrfis boaſts a Conqueſt gain'd, 
If only to the Field or Stream, 
When the kind Maid his Paſſion eas'd, 
Had Thyrfis told the golden Dream, 


Then Phillis had not been difpleay', 


30 N 6 1 
AFT me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze 
To Windſor's ſhady, kind Retreat, 
Where ſylvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the raging Dog-ſtar's Heat: 
Where tufted Graſs, and moſſy Beds, 
Afford a rural calm Repoſe; 
Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 
Old oozy Thames that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays; 
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His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro? the flow'ry Meadow ſtrays: 
His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell; = 
Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 
The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell. 
Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide; . 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And ftem thy gently-rolling Tide. 
Lay me with Damask Roſes crown'd- 
Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade; 
Where Water-Lilies paint the Ground, 
And bubling Springs refreſh the Glade. 
Let chaſte Clarznda too be there, 
With azure Mantle lightly dreſt; 
Ye Nymphs, bind up her filken Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt, 
O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring | 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love, 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall fing, 
And warble thro? the vocal Grove. 
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SONG IL | 
A ſtay! ah turn! ah! whither would you flye, 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid ! | 
I follow not to conquer, but to dies 
You of the fearful are afraid, 
: Ba 
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In vain I call; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtnous Wind, 

Flies ſw ĩſter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor caſts one pitying Look behind. 


HLOE, ſure the Gods above 
For our Joys did you compoſe, 

Graceful as the Queen of Love, 
Wanton as the billing Dove, - 

Fragrant as the blowing Roſe. 
Wit and Beauty both we fibd 

Striving which. ſhall arm you moſt : 
Doubly, Chloe, thus you bind, 

Had not Nature made you kind, 
We alas! were vg loſt. 
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SONG V. 


G7 ephon when you ſee me fly, 
Let not this your Fear create, 
Maids may be as often ſhye 

out of Love, as qut of Hate: 
When from you 1 flye away, 


5 xr. is becauſe I dare not ſtay. 


Did I out of Hatred run, 
Leſs yot'd be my Pain and Care; 
hut the Youth I love, to ſhun 
Who can ſuch a Trial bear? 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 

Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 
Who could love and flye like me? 
Cruel Duty bid me go, 

Gentle Love commands me ſtay; / © 
Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe, 

Shall I This, or That obey? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles, 
That defends, and This beguiles. 
Ever by theſe Chryſtal Streams 

I could fit, and hear thee figh 2 - 
Raviſh'd with theſe pleaſing Dreams, 

Oh! *cis worſe than Death to flye: 
But the Danger is ſo great, | 
Fear gives Wings, inſtead of Hate. 
Strephon, leave me, if you love me, 
If you ſtay, Iam undone 3, 
Oh! with eaſe you may deceive me, 

Prithee, charming Swain, begone : 
Heav'n decrees that we ſhould part, 
That has my Vows, but you my Heart. 
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SONG VI. 


Pbraid me not, capricious Fair, 
With drinking to Exceſs : 

I ſhould not want to drown Deſpair, 
Were your Indiff rence leſs. 

Love me, my Dear, and you ſhall find, 
When that Excuſe is gone, 
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That all my Bliſs, when chloe's kind, 

Is fix'd on her alone. 


The God of Wine the Victor 
To Beauty yields with Joy 3: 

For Bacchus only drinks like me, 
When Ariadng's _— 2 
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HL OE, a Coquet in her prime, 

The vaineſt, fickleſt Thing alive z 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time! 
Marries, and doats at Forty Five, 


So Weathercocks, that for 2 while 

Have veer'd about with ev*ry Blaſt, 

Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


SONG VI. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid, _ 
And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported his Head: 
The Wind that blew over the Plain 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook, in return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
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Alas! filly Swiis that I was, 

Thus ſadly complaining he cry's, | 
When firſt 1 beheld that fair Face, | 5.8 E 
She talk'd, and 1 bleſs'd the dear Tongue; | 

When 15 ſmil'd, Nas 2 Pleaſure too great, 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe fung, 

Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet? 

How fooliſh I was to believe, 

She could dot on ſo lowly a Clown? 

Or, that her fond Heart would not grieve 

To forſake the-fine Folks of the Town: 
To think that @ Beauty ſo gay, 5 

80 kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our Maidens in Grey, 

And live in a Cottage on Love. 

What tho? I have Skill to complain, 

Tho” the Muſes my Temples have crown'd 2 
What tho' when they hear my ſoſt Strain, 
The Virgies fir weeping around ? 

hes Ah Collzn ] thy Hopes are in vain, 

Thy Pipe and thy Laurel refign, 
Thy fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine, 
| And you my Companions fo dear, 

N Who ſorrow to fee me 3 1 

| Whatever 1 ſuffer,” farbear, . * 

Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid 5 | , 
If thro' the wide World 1 ſhould range, 3 
'Tis in yain from my Fortune to fly, "= 
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Tas hers to be falſe, and to change, 
_ 'Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any Pity is found, 
Let her come wich the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground: 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true, 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at e'ery fine Show, 
And frolick it all the long Day. 
While Collzn, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green, 
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SONG IX. 
LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall I my true Love find! 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the Crew? 


William, who high upon the Yard, 
Rock'd with the Billows to and fro, 


Let me wipe off that falling Tear, 


T ENGLISy Songs. 9 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heurd. 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his Eyes below: 


The Cord flies ſwiftly thro? his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning; onthe Dock ths * 


So the ſweet Lark, high-pols'd in Air, „ 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 

(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her Net s 

The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſb Fleet — 

Might eovy Milli am's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely Dear, : TR: f | 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 


— o 


We only part to meet again 3 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds; my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that fill points to thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, | 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conftant Mind: 
They'll cell chee, Sailors, when away, 
In e'ery Port a Miſtreſi find : it 
Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell ches FAY 
For thou art.preſent whereſoe'er I go, 


If to fair India's Coaſt we fail, | 

Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afrie's ſpicy Gale, 

Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white : 
Thus &ery beauteous Object that I view | 
Wakes in my Sdul ſome Charm of lovely Swe; 


10 A Sele COLLECTION 
Tho? Battle calls me from thy Arm, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ;- 
Tho* Cannons roar, yer ſafe from Harms 

William ſhall to his Dear return. 


Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly; 
- Leſt precious Tears ſhould fall from Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe, ſtay on Board? 
They kiſg'd, ſhe ig h'd, he hung his Head. 
Her leſs ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd; and wav'd her Lily Hand. 


— — —— 


— 
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SONG X. 


HE Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phebe ſhone with milder Ray, 
When Thyrfis to the Grove retires, 
. As Love had pointed out the Way. 


His trembling Knees the Turf receives, . 
His aching Head the Cowſlips preſs ; 

His Breaſt, that Sighs alone had eas'd, 
At laſt gave Way to this Addreſs. 


oO O Queen, that guid'ſt the ſilent Hours, 


If e'er Endymion ſooth'd thy Pain, 
By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 
Reftore me Roſalind again. 
To thee my mournful Plaint I ſend, 


Prote&reſs of the virtuous Mind, 


F ENGLISH SONGS. 
Do thou thy chaſte Aſſiſtance lend, 
Venus is lewd, and Cupid blind. 
Behold theſe Cheeks, how pale, how wan! 
That once were grac'd with roſie Pride: 
Dim are my Eyes, their Luſtre gone, 
My Lips a purple Hue deride, 
To wretched me it nought avails, 
That Phebus ſelf has ſtrung my Lyre; 
Since Plutus, worthleſs'God, prevails, 
And only ſordid Wealth can fire. 
The Nightingale, that pines with Love, 
With melting Notes does Grief ſuſpend; 
Me Verſe, nor ſweeteſt Sounds can move, 
My Torments ſhe alone can end, 


But hack, the Raven's direful Croak, 


Join'd with the Owl's ill-boding Shriek, 
In frightful Conſort Fate have ſpoke; - 
Alas! my Love-ſick Heart will break. 


Too cruel Nymph, haſte, haſte away, 


I faint, I can no longer ſtay, 
O Roſalind, for thee I die! 


* 


And ſee your Victim proſtrate ye; 


SONG KI. 
HE Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 


he Sky was clear, the Winds were ſt ill, 


The weſtern Clouds were lin'd with Gold, 


The Flocks were pens within the Fold? 
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12 A Sele COLLECT ON 
When from the Silence of the Gre 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of L ©. 1 | * 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant Roſe | 
From the bare Rock, or oozy Beach: 

Who from each barren Weed that grows, 
Expects the Grape, or bluſhing Peach: 

With equal Faith may hope to find 

The Truth of Love in Womankind. 


I have no Herds, no fleecy Care, 

No Fields that wave with golden Grain; 
No Paſture green, nor Garden fair, 

A Damſel's venal Heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prove, 
For I alas! have nought but Love. 


How wretched is the faichful W 


since Womens Hearts are bought and ſold, 
They ask not Vowsof ſacred Truth, 
When e'er they ſigh, they figh for Gold; 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove, 
But I alas! have nought but Love. - 


To buy the Gems of India '; Coaſt, 


What Wealth, what Treaſure can ſuffiſe? : 
Not all their Fire can ever boaſt | | 
The living Luſtre of ber Eyes: 
For theſe the World too cheap would prove, 7 
But I alas ! have nought but Love. / 


O Silvia, fince nor Gems not Ore, 
Can with your brighter Charms compare, 


— 


» "> 


of ENGLISH Sones. 13 
Conſider that I profer more, 
; More ſeldom found, a Heart fincere : 
| Let Treaſure meaner Beauties move, | 

Who pays thy Worth, muſt pay in Love. 


—_— 


—— 


_ ——_ 


SONG Xl. 


LEXIS ſhunn'd his fellow Swains, 
Their rural Sports and jocund Strains, 
Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow z 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand'ring thro* the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd eudleſs Woe, 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; | 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their Friendly Tears, 
He ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak, 1 
Clorinda came among the reſt, =_ 
And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, | 
And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe; 
She ask'd, but with an Air and Mien 
That made i: eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear'd roo much to know, 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While Ithe cruel Truth reveal; 

C 


— —— 
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14 A Sele Collection 
Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your Kar, 

Bur that you bid me tell. 


Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 
Since you appear*d'upon the Plain, 
You are the Cauſe of all my Care; 
Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart, 
I love, and I deſpair, 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 
*Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd; 
And yet I pardon you, the cry'd: 
But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again | 
To break your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


SONG XIII. 
W HY will Florelle, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd Eyes reprove; 
And chide them from the only Face 
They can behold with Love, 


To ſhun your Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 


I ſeek a Nymph more kind, 
And when I rove from Fair.to Fair, 8 
Much gentler Uſage find. 
4 


But ah! how faint is ev'ry Joy, 
Where Nature has no Part ! 
New Beauties may my Eyes employ, 

But you engage my Heart, 


- 


of EncLign Soncs 

So reftleſs Exiles, as they roam, | 
Meet Pity every where; 
But languiſh for their native Home; | 
Tho? Death neue then there, 


8 N G XIV. 


Its pleaſing Pow'rs admire; 
But I ne'et ſaw that Face till now, 
That like yours could inſpire : 
Now I may ſay, I've met witch one 
Amazes all Mankind; 
And, like Men gazing on the Sun, 
Wich too much Light am blind. 
Soft as the tender moving Sighs, _ 
When longing Lovers meet; 
Like the divining Prophets wiſe, 
And like blown Roſes ſweet; 
Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yer free; 
Each happy Night a. Bride ; 
A Mein like awful Majeſty, 
And yet no Spark of Pride. 
The Patriarch, to gain a Wife 
Chaſte, beautiful and young, 
Serv'd fourteen Years a painful Life, , 
And never thought it long: 
Ah! were you to reward ſuch Cares, 
And Life ſo long could Ray, 
Not fourteen, but four hundred Years- 


Would ſeem but 1 one Day. 
2 4 


E all to conquering deny bow, 
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80 NG xv. 


F R OM native Stalk the bien Roſe. 

I. pluck'd with green:Attire;  _..'..... 

But oh ! e eee 412 
A Flates to Delire, . 2: 


A vile, deſtroying prey ing worm, 
Who ſhelter'd in the Leaf, 


| Had robb'd me of the priſtin Joy, 


And prov'd the lucky Thief, 


So beauteous Nymphs too oſt are found ; 
The vileſt Men to truſt ; 93-4 


While conſtant” Lovers pat in wy raced L 


— 


. 


8 0 N G xVl. 
F Phillis denies me Relief, 
If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in Wine: 


Tho* ſhe laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At my Mirth why ſhould ſhe repine ? 2 


The ſparkling Champaign ſhall remove 
All the Griefs my dull Soul has in Stores 

My Reaſon I loſt when I loy'd, 

By drinking what can I do more? 

Would Phillis but picy my Pain, 
Or my am'rous Vows would approve, ' 

The Juice of the Grape I'd diſdain,  _ 

Ang be drunk with nothing but Lore. 


4a» * * " 


 f Exet18n Soxes. ) 
SONG XVI. | 


HE Play of Love is now begun, | 
And thus the Actions do go on: 
Strephon enamour'd courts the Fair, 
She hears him with à careleſs Air, 
And ſmiles to find him in Love's Snare, 


The A- Tune play'd, they meet againg 

Here. Pity moves her for his Pain, 
Which ſhe eyades with ſome Pretence, 
And thinks ſhe can with Love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a Man of Senſe, 


The Third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks, 
But with feign'd Slights ſtill puts him by, 
And faintly cries ſhe can't comply, 
Altho' ſhe gives her Heart the Lie. 


Now the Plot riſes, he ſeems ſhye, © _ 
As if ſome other Fair he'd try: 
At which ſhe ſwells with Spleen and Fear, 
Left one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no Woman e'er can bear. | 


The laſt Act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy: 

She does no more his Paſſion ſhun, | 
He ſtrait into her Arms does run, * 
The Curtain falls the Play is 

C 3 


. 
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The SEQUEL. 


\ ] OW come Love's Plagues, the Fair enjoy'd, 
| And with the Pleaſure Strephon cloy'd, 

A feign'd Content the Lover wears, 

And with falſe Raptures ſooths her Fears, 


While his Rerreat employs her Cares, 


Next Time they meet, 2 forc'd Reſpect 
Makes the Fair dread a cold Neglect, 
Strait her full Boſom heaves with Sighs, 
Yet tho' diſtracting Feats ariſe, oh 
Fond Love forbids to truſt her Eyes. 


Fortur'd wich Doubts ſhe next complains, | 
And asks if hers are fancy'd Pain: 1 
With well-cim'd Rage he ſwears he'll rove, | 1 
Vows, tho? he burns, he I never proyye 
The curſt Fatigue of jealous Love. 


To bring him back all Arts ſhe tries, 

And bids his jealous Fury riſe, 
Pleas'd, he that Stratagem diſdains, 
Vows that no Fair ſhall give him Fa ins, 
That o'er a Fop contented reigns, 


With Grief diſtracted now ſhe burns, 
And to ſtern Rage her Paſſion turns, 
On the whole Sex her Fury bends, 
And the firſt Blockhead that attends 


Marries, and jilts, to gain her Ends. 


* 4 


of ENGLISH Songs. 10 5 
SONG XVI 


i. oe ENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth : 

Delighted in Wine that was good, 

Becauſe in good Wine there is Truth: _ 
But growing as poor as was Jeb, 

And unable to purchaſe a Flaik, 
He choſe for his Manſien a Tub, 

And liv'd by the Scene of the Cauk. 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny © 
To tipple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudling, wou'd cry, * 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
20? ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at Mens Follies and Vice, 
When 'twas only his Cuſtom to drink, 
Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes, 
Democritus always was glad 
Of a Bumper to chear up his Soul, 
Aad would laugh like a Man that was mad, 
When over a full lowing Bow! : 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, 

At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 
opernicus too, like the reſt | 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wie, ; 
nd thought that a Cup of the beſt, 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine 2 


>>. 3 8 
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With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
| Turn'd round like « Chariot Wheel, 
Uriftotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to kis Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Authors agree, 
Was big as 4 watering-Trough, 
He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 
Old Plato, that learned Divine, 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merit we ne'er ſhould have known: 
By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings, 


SONG XIX. 
Aye my Uncle, I pray now diſcover 


4 What has heen the Cauſe of your Woes, - 
That you pine and you whine like a Lover? 


P've ſeen Molly Mogg of the Roſe ! 


O Nephew ! your Grief is but Folly, 
In Town you may find better Progg, 


— — 
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Half 2 Crown there will get you 2 Moly, 
A Molly much better than Mg g. 


The School -boys delight in a Play-Day, 
The School-maſter's Joy is co flogg 3 

Fop is the Delight of a Lady, 

But mine is in ſweet Molly Mogg. | 

Will o Wiſp leads the Trav'ler a-gadding 

Thro' Ditch and throꝰ Quagmire and Bog: 

But no Light can e'er ſer me a-madding,' 

But the Eyes of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For Guineas in other Mens Breeches 
Your Gameſters will palm and will cogg, _ 
But I envy them none of their Riches, © 
So I palm my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


Ihe Heart that's half-wouned is ranging, | 
| It here and there leaps like'a Frog, 
But my Heart can never be changing, 
'Tis ſo fix'd on my ſweet Molly Mogz. 
T know that by Wits tis recited, 


That Women, at beſt, are a Clogg ; 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted 


From loving my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
Letter when I am inditing, 

Comes Cupid and gives me a Jogg, 
nd I fill all my Paper with writing 

Of nothing but ſweet Molly Magg. 
feel I'm in Love to diſtraction, 

My Senſes are loſt in a Foggs 


Fg 


A Sales Golikegran' 
E, in nothing can find Satisfaction, 
But in Thoughts of my * Molly Mogg. 


If I would not give up the three Graces, 
1 wiſh I were hang d like a Dog, | 
And at Court all the Drawing-room Faces, 
For a Glance at my feet Molly Mogg. 


For thoſe Faces . Spirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a Log; 

Funo, Venus, and Pallas's Merit 
Unite in my ſweet 4 


were Virgil alive wich his Phyllis, | 
And writing another Eclogue, | 
Both his Phyllis and fair Amaryllss 
He'd give for my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 
Then Jealouſy ſets me a-gog, 
To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the Vicar, 
And ſo I ſhall .loſe Molly. Mogg. 


The Anfewer to the foregoing 7 erſes. 


WW ©o Women you. make your Addreſs 
Sirs, 
'Remember the old Decalogue, 
And take Heed that you never tranſgreſs, Sirs.. . 
With chat beautiful Toaſt, Mally Mæs · 


* 
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R ring the Bar- bell of che World, 
Great Bacchus talls for Wine 3 
Haſte, pierce the Globe, its Juices dretn, 
To whet him e'er he dine, 
Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, . 
When firſt you've poured forth? 
The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, ; 
To brood ſuch Sons of Worth, 
When this World's out, „ 
Who dare oppoſe the Call? 
f we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
E'er Night we'd drink them all. 
See, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His Cask upon his back!: | 
Haſte! drink and-ſwill, let's booze an 
Till all our Girdles crack. 
pollo cry'd, let's drink amain, 
Leſt Time ſhould go aſtray ; 
7e'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply'd, * 
We Gods can make a Day. 5 
rave Hercules, who took the Hint, 
Required Time to drink, | 
nd made him gorge ſuch Potions down, 
That Time forgot to think, 
Jnthinking Time thus overcome, 
And nonpluſe'd àn the Vaſt, 


| 


24 A Klect CoLlLEction 


Where firſt our Vows were made : 5 


But Corinna perjur'd proves, 8 


There the ſecret Wound ſhe gave, 


Difloly'd in the Æthereal World, 
Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd hie laſt, 
Now Time's no more, let's drink away; 
Hang flinching, make no Words; 

Like true-born Bacchanalian Souls, 
We'll get as drunk as Lords, 


SONG XXI. 


H happy, happy Groves, 
Witneſs of our tender Loves: 


Oh happy, happy Shade, 


Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm a Fove : 

A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all was Love. 


And forſakes the ſhady Groves; 
When 1 ſpeak of mutual Joys, 
She knows not what I mean: 
Wanton Glances, fond Careſles, = 5 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding Fair \ 85 
Left the flow) ry Green, 


Mourn ye Nymphs that ſporting play'd 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd, 


When I firſt was made her Slave. 


of Exotisu Scones. 25 
SONG XXII. 


of when the Seas were roaring 


With hollow blaſts of Wind, 
A Damſel lay deploring, 


All on a Rock reclin'd; 

Wide o'er the foaming Billows 
She caſt a wilhful Looks 

Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled o'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days; 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous Lover, 

= Why didft chou cruſt the Seas? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 

And let my Lover reft : 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt? 


The Merchant robb'd of Treaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 
nut what's the Loſs of Treaſure, 
To loſing of my Dear? | 
Shou'd you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 
ou'd find a richer Maiden, 42 4 
But none that loves you ſo. | 1 


- 4 
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SONG XXII. 
EE from the filent Grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks, with every pleaſing Art, 
To eaſe the Pain, which lovely Eyes 

Created in his Hearr, | 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 1, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, | | 

While thus to Mufick's Pow'r the Swain | 
addreſs'd his Prayers. | 


/ Charming Sounds that ſweetly WY 
Muſick, oh compoſe my cAnguiſh |! 
Every Paſſion yields to thee : 
Phcebus, quickly then relieve me, 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me 
Pl to ſprigbilier Joys be free. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain; 

He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, | 
How weak t' aſſwage an amorous Pain, * «1. 
His own harmonious Art had proy'd, 

And all his healing Herbs how vain, 
Then thus he ſtrikes the fpeaking Strings, 
Preluding to his Voice, and ſings: 
Sounds, tho charming, can't relieve thee ; 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive ede, 
| Mu fick is the Voice of Love, © 
i the tender Maid believe thee, 

Soft relenting, 

Kind conſenting 

Wil alone thy Pain remove. 


- of EXGLIH $Owes. * 


SONG xxiv. 


E E, ſee, wy Ser ephina comes, 
Adorn'd with ev*ry Grace; 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face. 
Then ſearch, and ſee if you can find 
In all-your ſacred Groves, 
A Nymph, or Goddeſs, fo divine, 
As [be whom Sryephan'loves... 


— —_— 
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SONG XXV. 
HILE Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine 
in Alliance, 
With Forces united, bid reſfiftleſs Defiance; 
By che Touch of her Lips the Wine Nan 
higher, 
And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fire. 


Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
Colour, 
As Flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour 3 
His Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond 
curing, [more enduring 


And the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame | 


By Cordials of Wine Love is kept from expiring, 
And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and defiring z 


Relieving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever 4 taſting, 


D a 
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Then Phillzs begin, let our Raptures abound, | 
And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round; , R$ 
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove f 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love, 


SONG xxvI. 


A chloris full of harmlefs Thought 
Beneath a Willow lay, — 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To paſs the Time away, 
She bluſh'd to be encounter'd fo, 
And chid the am'rous Swain; 
But as {he trove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. 
Ah! Gods, ſaid ſhe, what Charms are theſe, 
That conquer and furprize ? | 
Oh ! let me, for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no Pow'r to riſe, 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For fear ſhe ſhould comply; 

Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray'd, 
And gave her Tongue the Lie, 

A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd her Heart, 
In ſpite of her Diſdain, 

She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein. 

Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny'd, 
With all their Pomp and Train, 


4 


* 
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Was in the lucky Minute try'd, 
And yielded ro the Swain. 


SONG XXVII. 
EN D home my long ftray'd Eyes to me, 
Which oh! too long have dwelt on thee; 

But if they there have learn'd fuch ill, 
Such force d Faſhions 
Aud falfe Paſſions, 

That they be 

Made by thee | 
Fic for no good Sight, keep them ill. 


Send home my harmleſs Heart again, 
Which no unworthy Thought could lain; 
But if ic has been taught by thine 
To make Jeſtings 
Of Proteſtings, 
And break both 
Word and Oath; a1 
Keep it ſtil], tis none of mine, 
Yet ſend me back my Heart and Eyes, 
That I may know and ſee thy Lies, 
And may laugh and joy, when thou 
Art in Anguiſh, 
And doſt languiſh 
For ſome one 
That will none, 
Ir prove as falſe as thou art now. 
D 3 
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SONG XXVIII. 
E Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks deſign'd ; 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 
Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread; 
Joys, in Circles, Joys ſhall meer 
Which way &er thy Fancy lead. 


— 3 


SONG XXIX. 


Iſten all, I pray, to the Words I've to ſay, 
In Memory ſure inſert *em; 
Rich Wines do us raiſe to the Honour of Bays: 
Quem non fecere diſertum ? 


Of all the brisk Juice which the Gods produce, 
Claret ſhall be preferr'd before em; 

'Tis Claret ſhall ſtraight us Mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum, 

We abaudon all Ale, and Beer that is ſtale, - 
Roſa-ſolis, and damuable Hum: 

But ſparkling Red ſhall raiſe up ics Head 
Bove omne quod exit in um. 

This is the Wine, that in former time 
Each wiſe one of the Mag? 

Was wont to carouſe, in a Chaplet of Boughs, 
Fecubans ſub tegmine fagi. 


"4:\ 


of ENGLISH SONGS.” 31 
Let the Hop be their Bane, let * be their 
Shame, 
Let the Gout and Cholick pine em, : 
That offer to ſhrink in taking their Drinks 
Seu Grecum, five Latinum. 


Let the Glaſs fly about *cill che Bottle is out, 
Let each one do as he's dune to ; 

Vaunt thoſe that hug th* abominable Jug, 
*Mong us heteroclita ſunto. 


There's no ſuch Diſeaſe as he that dorh pleaſe 
His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us; 

Tis Claret that brings to Fancy its Wings, 
And ſays, Muſa, major a canamus. 


He's either a Mute or does poorly diſpure, 
That drinketh not Wine as we Men do; | 
The moreWine a man drinks, like a OG 
Tantum valet ifte loquendo. 


How it chearsthe Brains, how it warms theVeins, 
How againſt all Croſſes ic arms us! 

How it makes him that's poor n roar, 
Et mutas dicere format. 


Give me the Boy, my Delight and my Joy, 
To my Tantum that drinks his Tale; 

By Wine he that waxes, in our Syntaxis, 
Eſt Verbum Per ſonale, 

Art thou weak or lame, or thy Wits to blame? 
Call for Wine, and thou ſhalt have it; 

'Twill make thee to riſe, and be very wiſe, 
Cui vim nature negavit, 


— 
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We have frolick Rounds, we have merry Go- 
downs, 
Yet nothing is done at random; 
For when we're to pay, we club and away, 
Id eſt commune notandum. 


No vintners deny the Lads that are dry, 
But give em Wine whateꝰ er it coſt em; 


If they do not pay till another Day, 


Manet alta mente repoſtum. 


Who ne er fails to drink all clear from the Brink, , 


With a ſmooth and even Swallow, 
Pl] offer at's Shrine, and call ic divine, 
Et erit mibi magnus Apollo, | 
He that drinks ſtill, and ne'er has his Fill, 
Has 2 Paſſage like a Conduit : 
Brisk Wine does inſpire with Raptures and Fire, 
Sic ether athera fundit, / 


When we merrily quaff, if any go off, 


And lily offer to paſs ye, 
Give their Noſe a Twitch, and kick em i'*th* 
Britch, 
Nam componuntur ab aſe. q 


I have told ye plain, and will tell ye again, 
Be he furious as Orlando, 

He is an Aſs that from hence doth paſs, 
Nift bibit ad oftia ſtando. 


© 
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SONG xxx. 


7 IS too late for a Coach, 
And too ſoon to reel home: 
We've Freedom to ſtagger 
When the Town is our own. 


Let's whirl it away, 
And whip Six-pence round, 
'Till the Drawers are founder'd, 
And the Hogſheads ſound, 


The Glaſs ſtays with you, Tom, 
Save your Tide, pull away, 
One Minute at Midnight 
Is worth a whole Day. 


SONG XXXI. 


H O comes there? ſtand, 
And come before the Conſtable, 
We'll know what you are. | 
What makes you out ſo late? 
Says the Midnight Magiſtrate, 
With his Noddle full of Ale, 
In a wooden Chair of State. 


Whence come you, Sir ? 
And whether do ye go? 
You may bea Feſuit, for ought I know. 


You may as well, Sir, take me 
For a Mabometan. 


- - - 
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He ſpeaks Latin, ſecure him, 
He's a dangerous Man. 
To tell you the Truth, Sir, 
T am an honeſt Tory; 
Here's a Crown to drink, 
And there's an Ead of the Story, y 
Good-morrow, Sir; a civil Man 
Is always welcome : 
Go, Barnaby Bownce, 
Light the Gentleman home, 


i 


—— 
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SON G XXXII. 
OUNG Corydon and Phillis 
Sat in a lovely Grove, 
Contriving Crowns of Lilies, 
Repeating Toys of Love 
| But as they were a playing, 
She ogled to the Swain, 
It ſav'd her plaioly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to caſe our Pain, 
A thonſand times he kiſt her, 
Laying her on the Green; 
But as he farther preſt her, 
A pretty Leg was ſeen. 
So many Beauties viewing, 
His Ardour fill encreas'd, 
And greater Joys purſuing, 
He wander'd o'er her Breaſt. 
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A laſt Effort ſhe trying, 

His Paſſion to withſtand, 

Pray take away your Hand. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The Minutes would improve; 
This is the Time, he told her, 


To ſhew you how I love. 
The Nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in amorous Heat, 
She kiſs'd, and told him fighing, 
My Dear, your Love is great, 
But Phillzs did recover 
Much ſooner than the Swain 2 
She, bluſhing, ask'd her Lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again ? 
Thus Love his Revels keeping, 
Till Nature at a ſtand; 


From Talk they fell to Nleeping, 
Holding each_other's Hand, 


ä — 
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SONG XXII. 
O all ye Ladies now at Land 
We Men at Sea indite; 
But firſt would have ye underſtand 
How hard it is to write 3 


* 


— 
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For tho* the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 
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The Tide ſhall bring them twice a Day. 
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The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 


We muſt E to write to you, 
7th a fal la, la. 


And fill our empty Brain, 

Let if rough Neptune ronze the "= 
To wave the azure Main, 

Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we 

Roul up and down our Ships at Sea. 


Then if we wrice not by each Poſt, 
Think not we are unkind, 

Nor yet conclude onr Ships are loſt 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind; 

Our Tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier Way, 


The King with Wonder and Surprize 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold, 
Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 
Than e'er they did of old. 
But let him know, it is our Tears K 
Brings Floods of Grief to Whitehall Stairs, 


Shou'd foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our ſad and diſmal Story, 
The Dutch would ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
And quit their Fort at Goree; | 
For what Reſiſtance can they find 
From Men who've left their Hearts behind? 


1 Digs WT 
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Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 

Be you to us but kind | 
Let Purchmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, 
No Sorrow we ſhall find; as 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our Friend, or who's our Foe. 


To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw 2 merry Main; 
Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play z 
But why ſhould we in vain. nn 
Each other's Ruin thus purſue? | 
We were undone when we left yo. 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous tren. 

And caſt our Hopes away, 2 
Whilſt you, regardleſs of our Woe,, ind abt 
Sic careleſs at a Play; „ 

Perhaps. permit ſome happier Man 
To kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan, 


When any mournful Tune 70 hair; 
That dies in every Note 

As if it figh'd wich: each. "Mains" c, 
For being ſo remote: 1 

Think then how often Love we've made | 

To you, when all thoſe Tunes Were play'd. 


In Juſtice you enen * __ 
To think of our Uiſtreſs, boi hau 
i E 88 * »«< 5] wth 
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When we for Hopes of Honour loſe 
Our certain Happineſs ; KT | 
All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove © 1 # 
Ourſelves more worthy of your Love, 7 
And now we've told you all our Loves, 
And likewiſe all our Fears; 
In Hopes this Declaration moves 
Some Pity for our Tears; 
Let's hear of no Inconſtancy, 
We have too much of that at Sea, 


SONG XXXIV. 
GG Neighbours, now we've — our Hay, 
The Sun in Haſte 
Drives to the Weſt, 
With Sports conclude the Day. 
Let every Man chuſe our his Laſs, 
And then ſalute her on.the Graſs ; 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that Moment paſs, 
CHORUS on 3 7 
Well roſs off our Bowls to true Love and Honour, 
To all kind loving Girls and the Lord of the Ma- 
At Night when round the Hall we're ſat [ nor. 
With good brown Bowls, 
To cheer our Souls, 
And raife à merry Chat; 1 ® 
When Blood grows warm, and Love runs high, 
And Jay about the Table fly; 


- — 


of Exc LISH' Sores: 


Then we retredr, 


And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try. 
Let lazy great ones of the Town . 
Drink Night away, 
And ſleep all Day, 
Till Gouty they are grown: 
Our nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, | 
That often times we do revive," | 
And kiſs our Dames 
'With th: Flames 
Than any Prince alive. 4) 36s 


3 r 


SONG XXV. 

HIS great World ig a Trouble, 
Where all muſt their Fortunes 671 

Make the moſt of the Bubble, but 

You'll have but Nezghbours rare. 

Let not Jealouſy teaze” e, 
Think of nought but to pleaſe yes. | 
What's paſt, 'tis but in vain | 
For Mortals to wifh again. 


When dull Cares do attack, ye, 


I" $5 * 


Drinking will thoſe Clouds I 


Four full Bottles will make ye 8 * 


Happy, they ſeldom Ae 


If 2 Fifth ſhould be wanted, 


Ask the Gods, "twill ber, 
* 1 
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Thus with Eaſe, you'll: ds al 
8 f 


1 


SON G XXXVI 
O not ask me, charming Pbillis, 
Why I lead you here alone, 
By this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, 
And of Roſes newly blowu. 
Tis not to behold the Beauty 
of thoſe Flow'rs that crown the Spring; 
ris to but I know my Duty, * 
And dare not name the thing. 
'Tis, at worſt, but her denying, 
Why ſhould I thus fearfn! be? 
Every Moment, gently flying, 
Smiles, and ſays, make uſe of me, g 
What the Sun does to thoſe Roſes, | 
While the Beams play ſweetly in, 
I would----but my Fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the thing, 
Vet I die if I conceal it; NS 
Ask my Eyes, or ak your own; 5, 
And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what Loversthink alone: 
On this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, „ 
Might I ſpeak what I would do; 
I wou'd with my lovely Phillis, 
I wou'd; I wou'dem—_—_ih} wou'd you ? 
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ov meaner Beauties of the . 
Who poorly ſatisfy our Eyes, 

More with your Number than your Light, . 
Like common People of the Skies, 
What are you-whon the Moon doch riſe? 

You Violets, that firſt aj appear, "yo 
By your fine Purple Mantles known, 

Like the proud Virgins of the,Year, . ..... 

As if the Spring were all your own 


4L 


7 
© % 


What are you when, the Roſe is blown? _ 


You warbling Chanters of the Wood, 
Who fill our Ears with Nature's Lays. 
Thinking your Paſſion's underſtood 


By meaner Accents ; what's your Praiſe, hs! 


When Philomel her Voice. doth raiſe? 


You glorious Trifles.of the Eaſt, 
Whoſe Eſtimations. Fancies rails. 12 
Pearls, Rubies, Sapphires, and 2 | 


Of glict'ring Gems 3 What is your Praiſe;,. 


When the bright Di'mond ſhews his Rays? 
So when my Princeſs ſhall be ſeen. 
In Beauty. of. her Face and Mind, 
By Virtue firſt, then Choice, a Queen z 
Tell me if the were not deſign'd - ber 
Th' Eclipſe and Go? of her 1 2 


4 A Ku Coltserion 
The Roſe, the Violet, the whole Spring, 
Unto her Breath for Sweetneſs run, - 
The Di'mon@'s darken'd in the Ring, 
If ſhe appear, the Moon's undone, 
As in che Preſence of the Sun. 


SONG .XXXVIIL 


O Friend and to Foe, 
And to all that I know, _ 
That to Marriage Eſtate do prepare; 
Remember your Days 4 
In their ſeveral Ways 
Are Trouble, with Sorrow and Cate: 


For he that doth look 

In the marry'd Man's Book,  * 
And reads but the Items all over, 

Shall find them to come 

at length to a Sum, 
Shall empty Purſe, Pocket, and Coffer. 

In the Paſtimes of Love, % 
Wen their Labour doth prove, 

And che Kinchin beginneth to kick, 

For this, and for that, 

And I know not for what, 
The Woman muſt have, or be fick. 

There's Item ſer down, | 

For a tooſe-body'd Gown, 
ta her Longing you muſt not deceive her ; 3 


3” 
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For « Bodkin, a Ring, 
And the other fins thing, © 
For a Cornet and Lace to be braver. N 
Deliver'd and well, - n 1 La 
Who is it can't tell, 3-4 
That while the Child lies at che Nipple, 
There's Item for Wine, 
*Mong. Goſlips ſo fine, . 
And Sugar to ſweeten their Tipple, 
For Starch and for Soap, > 
There's Item for Fire and Candle: 
For better for worſe, 
There's Item for Nurſe, 
The Baby to dreſs and to dandle. 


When ſwadled in Lap, 
There's Item for Pap, 

And Item for Por, Pan, and Ladies 
A Coral with Belts, — — 
Which Cuſtom compels, 

And Item a Crown for 4 Cradle. 

Wich Twenty odd Knackc ' ” 
Which the little one lacks, - 

And thus doth thy Pleafare tk Bs 0 
Yet this is the Sport, Dv 
In Country and Court; EEE 2 

Then let not the Charges dilmay thee. 
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In ſpight of Ciſs, or jealous Beſs, 
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SONG xXXIX. 


Here lives a Laſs upon the Green, 
Could I her Picture draw, 

A brighter Nymph was never ſeen, 

She looks and reigns à little Queen, 
And keeps the Swaiss in Awe, © 

Her Eyes are Cupzd's Darts and Wings, 
Her Eye-brows are his Bow, 

Her filken Hairs the Silver Strings, 

Which ſwift and ſure DeſtruQion —_y" 
To all the Vale below. + 


If Paſtorella's Dawn of Light 


Can warm and wound us fo, 
Her Noon muſt be ſo piercing bright, 
Each glancing Beam would kill outright, 
And ev'ry Swain ſubdue, 


_— ͤ— 
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SONG XL. 


Y Name is honeſt Harry, © 
And I love little Mary, | 


I'll have my own Fegary. 
My Love is blithe and buckſome, 
And ſweet and fine as can be, 
Freſh and gay as the Flow'rs in May, 
And looks like Fack-a- Dandy, 


TT" 
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And if ſhe will not have me, 

That am fo true n Lover, 
11] drink my Wine, and ne*er repine, 

And down the Stairs I'll ſhove her. 
But if that ſhe will love, Sir, 

I'll be as kind as may be, 
I'll give her Rings, and pretty Things, | 

- And deck her like a Ladau /p. 

Her Petticoat of Sattin, | 

Her Gown of crimſon Tabby, 
Lac'd up before, and ſpangl'd o'er, 

Juſt like a Barthol'mew Baby. 


Her Waſtcoat ſhall be ſcarier, 
With Ribbands ty'd together; 
Her Stockings of à cloudy Mue, = 
And her Shoes of Speniſh Leather, + 
Her Smock of fineſt Holland, 8 
And lac'd in every Quarter, 
Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang below her Garter. | a 
Then to the Church L' have her, rr 
Where we will wed together 
And ſo come home when we have done, 
In ſpight of Wind and Weather, 
The Fidlers ſhall attend us, k 
And firſt play Fobn come kiſe me, 
And when that we have danc'd around, 


42 
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Then hey for little Mery, . # 
'Tis ſhe I love alone, Sir, 

Let any Man do what he can, | } 
I will have her, or none, Sir. 


SONG XLI. 


Retty Parrot ſay, when I was away, 
And in dull Abſence paſs'd the Day, 
What at home was doing: 
With Chat and Play 
We are gay, 
Night and Day, 
Good Cheer and Mirth renewing ; 
Singing, laughing all, like pretty pretty Poll, 
Was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, | 
And like a ſaucy Lover wou'd 11 a 
Court and teaze my Lady: | dg 
A thing you know. a 
Made for She“, 
Call'd a Deau, 
Near her was always ready; 
Ever at her Call, like pretty pretty Poll. 


Tell me with what Air he approach'd the Fair, 
And how ſhe cou'd with Patience bear 7 
All he did and utter'd: * i 
He ſtill addreſs'd, | N f 
Still careſs'd, | 
Kiſe'd and preſs d; | 
Sung, prattl d, laugh'd and flutter d; 
well receiv d in all, like pretty _ oll. 
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Did he go away, at the cloſe of Day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay 
In a Corner dodging : ps - 
The want of Light. , | 
When 'twas Night, 1 
Spoil'd my Sight; 
But I believe his Lodging 48 
Was witkin her 1 like pretty pretty Poll. 


* 


SONG XLII. 


83 Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a, Trifle, cad cotuſd N 
All rrefling People draw near, 0 \ A 
And I ſhall be nobly attended, 
Were it not for Trafles a fow, 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want ſomething to do, 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 
What makes Men #rzfle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent. Trzfle, a Beau. 
When the Lover his Moments has trifled, 
The Trifle of Trefles to gain, 
No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, 
But a Trifle ſhall part them again. . «iT 
What mortal Man would be able Ly 
At White's half an Hour to ft? 
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or who could bear a Tes- Tube 
Wichout talking Trifler for Wir 2. - 
The Court is from Trifles ſecure, _ 

Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee; _ 
White Rods are no Trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 

Bur if you will go to the Place 
Where TY#fles abundantly breed, 

The Levee will thew you his ny" 

Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 

A Coach with Ar Formen behind, 

I count neither Trifle nor Si 
wm ye Gods, how oft do we 
A ſcandalous Trifle within? 

A Flask of Chempaign, People chink i it. 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad; _, _. 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll nd it no Trifle by Gd. 
A Parſen's a Trifle at Sel, 
A Widow's,a Trifle in Sorrow; 
A Peace is a Trifle to Day, 
Who knows what may happen to m 
A Black-Coat a Trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it 2 Red mey endeavour 3 
But if once the A is brake, 
We ſhall have more Trifles chan ever. 


The Stage is 4 Trifle, they fay, 
The Reaſon pray carry along, + 


Becauſe at every new Play, 
The Houſe they with Trifles ſo throng. 
| But with People's Malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot, 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And his Song is a Triſſe to boot. 
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Onfound thoſe dull Fools, 
Who, for Coffee or . 
Do fly the Delights 


Of true Burgundy, 


Hot Water can never 
Dull Humours expel ; 

For our Parts, Boys, let's 
Away to the Bell. \ 


To our Miſtreſſes Healths 
Let's take off our Glaſſes, 
And laugh at thoſe Tea- drinking 
Politick Aſſes. 


SONG XLIV. 


1979 all my Thought and Dream, 
She's all my Pleaſure and my Pain; 
Liberia's all that I eſteem, 
And all 1 fear is her Diſdain. 
| | F 
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Her Wit, her Humonr, and her Face, | 
' Pleaſe beyond all I felt before; 
Oh ! why can't I-admire her leſs, - 
Or dear Liberia love me more? 


Like Stars, all other Female Charms 
Ne'er touch my Heart, but fealt mine Eye; 
For ſhe's the only Sun that warms, h 
With her alone I'd live and die, 


Immortal Pow'rs, whoſe Work divine 
Inſpires my Soul with ſs much Love, 

Grant your Liberia may be mine, 
And then I ſhare your Joys above. 


; 
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SONG XLV. 


Hoſts of ev'ry Occupation, 
-Ev'ry Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 
Some with Crimes all foul and ſpotted, 
Some to happy Fates allotted, 
Preſs the Stygian Lake to paſs. 


Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, N 
Prates of Wenches, Wine, and Plunder: 
Stateſmen here the Times accuſing ; 
Poets Senſe for Rhimes abufing : 
'Lawyers chatt'ring, 
Courtiers flatt'ring, 
Bullies ranting, 
Zealots canting, 
*Knaves and Fools of every Claſs! 


— 
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H lovely Nymph the World's on Fire: 
Veil, veil thoſe cruel Eyes, | 
Wom. The World may then in Flames expire, 
And boaſt that ſo it dies, 
Min, But when all Mortals are deſtroy'd, 
Who then ſhall ſing your Praiſe > 
Wom, Thoſe who are fit to be employ'd 5 
The Gods {hall Altars raiſe,. 


SONG XLVII. 
HU-S Damon knock'd at calia's Door, 
The Sign was fo: | 
She anſwer'd, no, 
No, no, no. - 
Again he ſigh'd, again he pray'd;' 
No, Damon, no, I am afraid; 
Conſider, Damon, I'm a Maid: 
Conſider, 
No; 
I'm a Maid, 
No, Cc. 
At laſt his Sighs and Tears made way, 
She roſe, and ſoftly turn'd the Key: * 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ſtay; 
I may conclude, 
You will be rude, 
But if you are, you may. 
FE 2 4 
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SONG XLVII. 


”Oung Philorer and Calza met 
In an old ſhady Grove, 
The Nymph was coy, 5 
The amorous Bo- 


Still figh'd, and talk'd of Love. 


He prais'd her Face, her Air, her Grace, 
Her lovely charming Mien, 

And ſwore ſhe was the brighteſt Laſs 
That tripp'd it on the Green. 


l With artful Tongue the Shepherd ſung, 
And told a melting Tale; 
” But all his Art 
Cou'dn'c touch her Heart, 
Nor all his Skill prevail. 


Th* inſulting Fair, with ſcornful Air, 
still mock'd the love-ſick Swain, 
And while he ſigh'd, 
She ſtill reply'd, | 
She'd Pleaſure in his Pain. 
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SONG XLIX. 


8 I beneath s Myrtle Shade lay muſing, 
Silvia the Fair, in monrnful Sounds, 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds ; 
©, God of Love, ceaſe to torment me, 
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Send to my Aid ſome gentle Swain, . 
Whoſe Balm apply'd, may eaſe my Pain. 
Aloud I cry'd, and all the Grove reſounded;. 
Heavenly Nymph, complain no more, | 
Love does thy wiſh'd- for Peace reſtore ; 
And ſeyds a gentle Swain to eaſe thee, - - 
In whom a longing Maid may find, 
A Balm to cure her love-ſick Mind. 
She bluſt”d, and figh'd, and puſh'd the Med'cine- 
from her, 
Which ſtill the more increas'd her Pain; 
Finding at length ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
O Love, ſhe cry'd, I muſt obey thee, 
' Who can the raging Smart endure ? 
Then ſuck'd the Balm, and found a Cure. 


SONG L. 
Oung Cupid one Day wily, 
With well diſſembled Art; 
Let fly an Arrow lily, 
And pierc'd me to the Heart: 


A while I figh'd, grew ſtupid; 

But, to quit Scores with Cupid, 

I found a Way, which ſoon I'll try, 
Since Reaſon takes my Part. 


II] ſteal away his Arrows, 
And ſweet Revenge purſue; - 
F 3 


with Womens Hearts I'll head em, 


—— 
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And then they te'er fly true. 


— —v — —-„—-— ' 


SONG LI. | 
E Lads and ye Laſles that live at Longleat, 
Where they ſay, there's no End of good 
Drink and good Meat, 
Where the Poor fill their Bellies, the Rich receive 


Honour, | 
So great and ſo good is the Lord of the Manour, 


Ye Nymphs and ye Swains that inhabit the Place, 
Give Ear to my Song of a Fiddle's hard Caſe; 
For it is of 2 Fiddle, a ſweet Fiddle I fing, 

A ſofter and ſweerer did neyer wear String. 


Melpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art, 
Whilſt I the fad Fate of this Fiddle impart ; 
For never had Fiddle a Fortune ſo bad, 
Which ſhews the beſt things the worſt Fortune 
have had, 


This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it came to be try'd, 
Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſoft as a Bride: 
This Fiddle to ſee, and it's Muſick to hear, 

Gave Delight to the Eye, while it raviſh'd the Ear. 


But firſt I muſt fing of this Fiddle's Country, 


*Twas born and cas bred in fair Italy: 


Is a Town where a Marſhal of France had the hap, 


(Fortune de la guerre) to be caught in a Trap, 
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And now, having fung of this Fiddle's high Birch, 
I ſhou'd fing of che Fingers which made ſo much 

Mirth; 
But Fingers ſo trait, ſo ſwift, and fo (mall, 
Should be ſung by 4 Poet, or nor ſung ar all. 
Tho” I am, God wot, but a poor Country Swain, 
And cannot indite in ſo lofty a Strain | 
So all I can fay is to tell you once more, fore. 
Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were nn 
Having ſang of the Fingers and Fiddle, 1 row, 
You'll hold ir but meet I ſhould fing of the BO 
The Bow it was Ebon, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, - 
It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch. 
Cupid fain wou'd have chang' d with this Bow 
for a while; 
To which the coy Nymph thus reply'd, with 
a Smile, 

My Bow is far better than yours, I appeal: 
Your's only can kill, mine can both kill and heal. 


This Fiddle and Bow, and its Muſick together, 

Wou'd make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather: 

But alas! when I ſhall its Cataſtrophe ſing, 

Your Heart it will bleed, and your Hands you 
will wring. 

This Fiddle was laid on a ſoft eaſy Chair, 

Taking all for its Friends its ſoft Mulick dl 
hears 

When ſtrait there came in a huge maſculins Bum, 

I wiſh the D&il had ic to make him a Drum. 
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Now Woe to the Bum that this Fiddle 2 

That has all our Muſick and Paſtime aboliſh'd : 

May it never want Birch, to be ſwitch'd and be 
ſlaſh' d, 

May it ever be itching, and never be ſcratch'd. 


May it never break Wind in the Cholick ſo grie- 


vous, | 
A Penance too ſmall for Crime ſo miſchievous ;- 
Ne'er find a ſoft Cuſhion irs Anguiſh to eaſe, 
While all this is too little my Wrath to appeaſe. 


- Of other Bum-ſcrapes may ir ſtill bear the Blame, 


Ne'er ſhew its bare Face wihout Sorrow or 
Shame : 

May it ne*'er mount on Horſe-back without Loſs 
of Leather, 

Which brings me almoſt to the end of my Tether. 


And now, leſt ſome Critick of deep Penetration, 

Shou'd attack our poor Ballad with grave Anno- 
ration, 

The Fop muſt be told, without ſpeaking in Riddle, 


He muſt firſt make a better, or kiſs my Bumfiddle. 


W 1 H tuneful Pipe and merry Glee, 
Young Focky won my Heart; 


A blyther Loon you ne'er did ſee, 
All Beauty without Art ; 


* 
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His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail 

To gain my fond Belief; 
| 1 But now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 

And leaves me full of Grief, 


Young Femmy courts with artful Song, 
- But few regard his Moan 
The Laſſes about Focky throng, 
And Femmy's left alone : 
In Aberdeen ſure ne'er was ſeen 
A Loon that gave ſuch Pain; 
He daily wooes, and ſtil] purſues, 
Till he does all obtain, | 
But foon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon doth run, 
And hardly will afford a Kiſs 
To filly me undone: 
ö Bonny Molly, Moggy, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain; 
His wily Tongue beſure you ſhun, 
Or you, like me will be undone. 


— 


SONG III. 


— 


* within a Furlong of Edenbourgh 
Town, | 


In the roſie time of Year, when the Graſs was 
Bonny Focky, blicth and gay, [down, 
Said to Fenn, making Hay, : 

Let us fit a little, Dear, and prattle, 

'Tis a ſultry Day. 


Dre 
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He long had courted the black-brow'd Maid; 
Bur Focky was 2 Wag, and wou'd ne'er conſent 
| Which made her piſh and phoo, [to wed? 


And cry it ne'er ſhall do; 
I canna, canna, canna, wonna, wonna buckle to. 
He told her Marriage was grown a meer Joak, 
And that none wedded now, but the ſcoundrel folk. 
Yer my Dear, thou ſhould'ſt prevail, 
But I know not what I ail, 
I ſhall dream of Clogs, and filly Dogs 
With Bottles at their Tail, 
But Pl! give thee Gloves, and a Bongrace to wear, 
And a pretty Filly-foal, co ride out and take the 
If thou ne'er wilt piſh and phoo, [Air, 
And cry it ne'er ſhall do, 


I canna, canna, canna, wonna, wonns. buckle to. 


That you'll give me Trinkets, cry'd ſhe, believe z 


But ah! what in Return muſt your poor Fenny 
When my Maiden Treaſure's gone, | give? 
I muſt gang to London Town, * 

And roar and rant, and patch and paint, 
And kiſs for half a Crown; 
Each drunken Bully oblige for pay, 
And earn an hated Living an odious fulſome way: 
No, no, it ne'er ſhall do, 

For a Wife III de to you, 


or 1 canna, canna, canna, wonna, wonna buckle 


to. 


* 


Fr 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 59 


Rom roſie Bowers,, where ſleeps. the God of 
Hither ye little waiting Cupzds fly; . 
Teach me in ſoft melodious Song to move, 
With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling Joy: 
Ah! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing 
Is to be brisk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Frisk from the Ground, 
I'll trip like any Fairy, 
As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grate, 
Il charm like Beauty's Goddeſs. 


Ah! ah ! 'tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain; / 
Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Froſt and Snow and 
Rain, . 
Falls on my Breaſt; bleak Winds in Tempeſts 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow, [blow, 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Repoſe, 
And to a ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is 


froze. 


le Or ſay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw my ſelf, or drown - 
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Tl go, and I'll wed the Night-mare, 
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Amongſt the foaming Billows, 
Increaſing -all with Tears I ſhed 

On Beds of -Ooze, and chryſtal Pillows, 
Lay down my love-ſick Head, 


No, no, I'll trait run mad, 

That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 

Love has no Pow'r to charm *: 
Wild thro* the Woods I'll fly; 

Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore, 
A thouſand Deaths I'II die, 

E'er thus in vaia adore. 


SONG LV. 
Er King of the Ghaſts make haſte, 
And bring hither all your Train; 

See how the pale Moon does waſte, 
And juſt now is in the Wain : 
Come ye Night-hags with your Charms, 

| And revelling Witches away, 
And hug me cloſe in your Arms, 

To you my Reſpects 1] pay. 


T'll court you, and think you fair, 
Since Love does diſtratt my Brain ; 


- 


And kiſs her, and kiſs her again; 
But if ſhe proves peeviſh and proud, 
A Pize on her Love, let her go; 
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I'll ſeek me à winding Shroud, 

And down to the Shades below, 
A Lunacy I endure P 

Since Reaſon departs away, - 
I call to thoſe Hags for Cure, 

As knowing not what I ſay; 
The Beauty whom I adore, 

Now lights me with Scorn and pildain, 
I never ſhall ſee her more, 

Ah! how ſhall I bear my Pain? 


I ramble and rauge about, 

To find out my charming Saint, 
While ſhe at my Grief does flout, © 
And laughs at my loud Complaint: * 
Diſtra&ion I ſee is my Doom, - 
Of this I am too too ſure; | ; 
A Rival is got in my Room, 

While Torments I do endure, 


Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 
While, wandering in Deſpair, 
I am to the Deſurt led, 4 
Expecting to find her there : 
Methinks in a ſpangled Cloud 
I ſee her enthron'd on high, 
Then to her I cry aloud, 
And labour to reach the Sky, 


When thus I have rav'd a while, 
And weary'd my ſelf in vain, 


G 
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I lie on the barren Soil, 
And bitterly do complain; 
»Till Slumber hath quieted me, 
In Sorrow 1 ſigh and weep, 
The Clouds are my Canopy, 
To cover me while Idleep.. _ + 


I dream that my charming Fair, 
Is then in my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Treſſes of golden Hair 
Are on the fair Pillow ſpread : 
Then this does my Paſſion inflame, 
I ſtart, and no longer can lie 3 
Ah ! Silvia, art thou not to blame 
To ruin a Lover, I cry? 


Grim King of the Ghoſts, be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 

My languiſhing Life to you 

A Tribute I freely pay; 

To th' Elyfitx Shades I poſt, 

In Hopes to be freed from Care, 
Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 

Is hovering in the Air. 


SONG LI. 
She, O, go, you vile Sot ! 

Quit your Pipe and your Pot 
Vet home to your Stall and be doing: 
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You puzzle your Pate . 
With Matters of State, 
And play with Edge-tools to your Ruin, 
He. Keep in that ſhrill Note, 


Or PI] ram down your Throat 


This red-hot black Pipe I am ſmoakivg ; 
Thou Plague of my Life !- 

Thou Gipſy! thou Wife! 

How dar'ſt thou thy Lord be provoking 


She, You riot and roar 
For Babylon's Whore, 
And give up your Bible and Pſalter: 
I pr*'ythee, dear Ke, 
Have a little more Wit, 
And keep tby Neck out of the Halter? 
He. Nay, pr'ythee, ſweer Foan, 
Now let me alone 
To foltow this princely Vocation :- 
I mean to be great, 
In ſpire of my Fate, 
And ſettle my ſelf and the Nation, 


She. Go, go, you vile Sot! 
He, I matter thee not. 

She, Was ever poor Woman ſo ſlighted? 
He, Thy Fortune is made! 
She. Go follow your Trade. 

He, I tell thee, I mean to be knighted; 
She, A Whipping-Poſt Knight? 
He, Get out 25. Sight! 
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She, Thou Traytor, thou! mark thy ſad Ending, 


— — 


He, I'll new-vamp the State; 
The Church I'll cranſlater 
Old Shoes are no more worth the mending. 


9 22 


8 - * 

« i ” ” _ 

TALE. . % 4 — 
' 


; > IG: * 
463 — 


8 ON G LI. 


E Nymphs, who frequent thoſe ſweet Plains, 
Where Thame's gentle Current doth glide 
Who, whilom, have heard my glad Strains, 
Nor grateful Attention deny'd: 
With Pity, ye Fair, oh! reflect 
On the cruel Reſerve of my Fate! 
See Conſtancy paid with Negle&, 
And Fondneſs rewarded with Hate! 


How joyous and gay was each Hour, 

How wing'd wich ſoft Pleaſure ghey fied z 
E'er ſhipwreck'd on Humber's dull Shore, 

By Love my poor Heart was betray'd : 
For there the Deceiver doth dwell, 

Whoſe Charms have ſo long been my Theme; 
In Beauty the Maid doth excel, 

But is fickle and wild as the Stream, 


If averſe to my Courtſhip at firſt, 

She had check'd my fond infant Deſire, 
Her Coldneſs had left me leſs curſt, 

And, perhaps, had extinguiſh'd my Fire; 
Bur a thouſand falſe Arts ſhe employ'd, 

(Ingenious and wanton in III) | 
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The Paſſion ſhe nurs'd, ſhe deſtroy'd, | 

And only created to kill. 
Yet tho? ſhe delights in my Smart, 

Tho! ſhe robs me of all I held dear, 
Revenge is below a brave Heart, | 

I wiſh her a Lot leſs ſevere: 
May the Swain ſhe ſhall crown with Succeſs, 

By his Kindneſs deſerve to be prix d; 
Twou'd double, methinks, my Diſtreſs, 

At laſt to ſee her too deſpis d. 


SONG LvIll. 


Ate my Rain-deer, and let us nimbly go 
Our am'rous Journey thro* this dreary : 
_ = Waſte: . | 


Haſte, my Rain-deer, ſtill, til} thou art too ſlow, 
Impetuous Love demands the Lighning's Haſte, 


Around us far the ruſhy Moors are ſpread : 
Soon will the Sun withdraw its chearful Ray 
Darkling and tir'd we ſhall the Marſhes tread, 
No Lay unſung to cheat the tedious Way. 


The wat'ry Length of theſe unjoyous Moors 
Does all the flow'ry Meadows Pride excel; 

Thro' theſe I fly to her my Soul adores 
Yeflow'ry Meadows, empty Pride! farewel. 


Each Moment from. the Charmer I'm confin'd, 
My Breaſt is tortur'd with impatient Fires 2 
G 3 
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Fly my Rain-deer, fly ſwifter than the Wind, 
Thy tardy Feet wing with my fierce Deſires. 


Our pleaſing Toil will then be ſoon o'er-paid, 
And thou, in Wonder loft, ſhalt view the Fair, 
Admire each Feature of the lovely Maid, | 
Her artleſs Charms, her Bloom, her ſprightly 


But lo! with graceful Motion there ſhe ſwims, 
Gently removing each ambitious Wave; 
The crowding Waves tranſported claſp her Limbs : 
When, when, oh when ſhall 1 ſuch Freedom 
have? oY 


In vain, you envious Streams, ſo faft ye flow, 
To hide her from a Lover's ardent Gaze : | 

From ev*ry Touch you more tranſparent grow, 
And all reveal'd the beauteous Wanton plays. 


SONG LIX. 


HLOE be kind, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my Love at ſuch a Rate; 
Should I your Scorn return, twould vex ye; 
Love, much abus'd, will curn to Hate, 


_— 


How can you, loyely charming Creature, 
Put on the Look of cold Diſdain ? 

Women were firſt Jeſign'd by Nature 
To give a Pleaſure, not a Pain: 


n 
EN Lis Sones. 
Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laſting, 
When other Charms are fled away; 
Think on the Time we now are waſting, 
Throw off thoſe Frowns, and Love obey. 


a N 2 7 
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SONG LX. 


Ou'd you chuſe a Wife, for a happy Life, 
Leave the Court, and the Countty take; 

Where Dolly and Sue, young Molly and Prue, 

Follow Roger and Fobn, whilſt Harveſt — 
And merrily, merrily rake, ** 


Leave the Toadon bames, be it N to anole 
To lig in their Beds till Noon: [Shames, 

Then get up aud ſtretch, then paint too, aud patch, 

SomeW idgeon to catch, then look on their Watch, 
And wonder they roſe up fo ſoon. 


Then Coffee and Tea, both Green and Bohea, 
Are ſerv'd to their Table in Plate; 

Where their Tattles do run, as ſwift as the Sun, 

Of what they have won, and who is undone, 
By their Gaming and ſicting up late. 


The Laſs give me here, tho' brown as my Beer, 
That knows how to govern her Houſe; 
That can milk her Cow, or fartow her Sow, 
Make Butter or Cheeſe, or gather green Peaſe, 
And values fine Clothes not a Louſe. 2 
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This, this is the Girl, worth Rubies and Pearl, 
This the Wife that will make a Man rich: 
We Gentlemen need no Quality Breed, 
To ſquander away what Taxes wou'd pay; 
In troth, we care for none ſuch, 


— 


* 


SONG LXI. 


H! whither, whither ſhall I fly, 
A poor unhappy Maid? 
To hopeleſs Love and Miſery 
By my own Heart betray'd: 
Not by Alexis* Eyes undone, 
Nor by his charming faithleſs Tongue, 
Or any praQis'd Art: ; 
Such real Ills may hope a Cure,. 
But the fad Pains. which I endure, 
Proceed from fancy'd Smart. 


Twas Fancy gave Alexis Charms, 


E'er I beheld his Face : 
Kind Fancy then could fold our Arms, 
And form a ſoft Embrace: 
But ſince I've ſeen the real Swain, 
And try'd to fancy him again, 
I'm by my Fancy taught, 
Tho? 'tis a Bliſs no Tongue can tell, 
To have Alexis, yet tis Hell 
To have him but in Thought. 


— 
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ANTHE the lovely, the Joy of her Swain, 
] By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Ibis again; 3 
She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair, 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care; 
No Time, no Enjoyment, their Dotage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd, till the fonder they grew. 


A Paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain, 

Some envy'd the Nymph, but more envy'd the 
Swain, 

Some ſwore *rwould be Pity their Loves to invade, | 

That the Lovers alone for each other were made 

But all, all conſented, that none ever knew, 

A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd fo true. 


Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and vow'd to take 
Care | / 
Of the faithful, the render, the innocent Pair, 
What either did want, he bid either to move; 
Burt they wanted nothing, but ever to love; 
Said *rwas all that to bleſs em his Godhead could 
do, 
That they ſtill might be kind, and * ſtill might 
be true. 
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H E Groves, the Plains, 
The Nymphs, and Swains, 
The Silver Stream, and cooling Shade, 
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All, all declare how falſe you are, 
How many Hearts you have n d. 


Diſſembler go, 
Too well 1 know 


Tour fatal, falſe, deluding Art; 


To every ſhe, as well as me; - 
You make an Off ring of your Heart. 


. 


SONG LXIV. 
N Belvidere's Boſom lying, 
Wiſhing, panting, ſighing, dying, 
The cold regardleſs Maid to move, 
With unavailing Pray'rs I ſue: 
& You firſt have taught me how to love, 
Ah, teach me to be happy too! 


But ſhe, alas! unkindly wiſe, 
To all my Sighs and Tears replies, 


* Tis ev'ry prudent Maid's Concern, 5 


« Her Lover's Fondneſs to improve; 
If to be happy you ſhall learn, . 
Fou quickly would forget to love. 


SONG LXV: 


Oung I am, and yet unskill'd 
How to make a Lover yield : 
How to keep, or how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feign. 
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Take me, rake me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 
E'er I can my Soul diſguiſe, . 
Heave my Breaſts, and roul -my Eyes. 
Stay not till I learn the Way, 

How to lie and to betray: 

He that has me firſt is bleſt, 

For I may deceive the reſt. 


Cou'd I find a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love, and full of Truth ; 
Brisk and of a janty Mien, 
I ſhou'd long to be Fifteen, 


71 


SONG LXVI. 


()* all the ſimple Things we do 
To rub over a whimſical Life, 
There's no one Folly is ſo true 


As that very bad Bargain a Wife; 
we're juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 
Or Vermin caught in a Ginn, 
We ſweat and fret, and try to eſcape, 
And curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 
1 gam'd, and drank, and play'd td Fool, 
And a Thouſand mad Frolicks more ; 

I rov'd and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, 
But-I never was marry'd before: 
This was the worſt Plague cou'd enſue, 

I'm mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe ; 


: * 
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I us'd to tope & Bottle or two, 

But now 'cis ſmall Beer with my Spouſe. . 
My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 

And I never was vex'd in my Way ; 
If now I croſs her Wil!, her Voice 

Makes my Lodging too hot for my Stay: 
Like a Fox that is hamper'd, in vain 

I fret at my Heart and Soul; 
Walk to and fro the Length of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my Hole. 


— 


SON G LXVIL 


Ere's to thee, my Boy, 
My Darling, my Joy, 
For a Toper I love as my Life; . 
Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, 
Nor cries, like an Aſs, | 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wite | 


But heartily quaffs, £ 
Sings Catches, and laughs, 
All the Night he looks jovial and gay; 
- When Morning appears, 
Then homeward he ſteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 


He feels not the Cares, 
The Griefs, or the Fears, 
That the ſober too often attend; 


* 


* 
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Nor knows he a Loſs, 
Diſturbance, or Croſs, | 
Save the Wane of bn 
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SONG LXVII. 


Very Man take a Glaſs in his Hand, 
And drink à good Health to our King: 
Many Years may he rule o'er this Land, 
May his Laurels for ever freſh Spring; 
Let Wrangling and Jangling ſtraitway ceaſe, 
Let every Man ftrive for his Country's Peace; 
Neither Tory nor Whigg 
Wich their Parties look big; 
Here's 2 Health to all honeſt Men. 
'Tis not owning a Whĩimſical Name 
That proves 2 Man loyal aud juſt ; 
Let him fight for his Country's Fame, 
Be impartial at home, if in Truſt : 
"Tis this that proves him an honeſt Soul, 
His Health he will drink in a brim-full Bowl: 
Then leave off all Debate, 
No Confuſion create; | 
Here's a Health to all honeſt Men, 


When a Company's honeſtly met, 
With Intent to be merry and gay, 
Their drooping Souls for to whet, * 
And drown the Fatigues of the Day: 
What Madneſs it is thus to diſpute, 
When neither Side can his Man confute ? 
H | 


— — 


1 
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' © When you've ſaid what you dare, 
Lou re but juſt where you were; 
Here's 2 Health to all honeſt Men, 
Then agree, raſh Britons, agree, 
And ne'er quarrel about a Nick-Name ; 
Let your Enemies trembling ſee _ 
That an Eagliſbm an's always the ſatne 
For our King, our Church, our Laws, and Right, 
Let's lay by all Feuds, and ſtrait unite ; 
Then who need care a Fig 
Who's Tory or Whigg; 
Here's 4 Health to all honeſt Men. 


* 2 


SONG LXIX. 
Ome, fair one, be kind, 
You never fhall find 
A Fellow ſo fit for a Lover; 
The World ſhall view 
My Püſſion for you, 
But never your Paſſion diſcover. 
1 ſtill will complain 2 
Of Frowns and Diſda in, 
"Tho? I revel thro? all your Charms; 
The World ſhall declare, 
I die with Deſpair, 
When only I die in your Arms. 
I till will adore, 
Love you more and more 
But, by Fove, if you chance to prove cruel, 


— i 


* 
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vl get me a Min, A 


That freely will 'kifs; 
Tho” after I drink Water-gruel. 


SONG LXX. 
SHEPHER D. 
H O.W bleſt we Shephorde, how happy their 
Laſſes, 
While Drums and Trumpets are founding 
Alarms ! 
Over our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes z 
And when we die, tis in each other's Arms. 

All the Day on our Herds, and Flocks employing; 
All the Night on our Flutes and enjoy ing. 

chor. All the Day, &c. 


Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expite; 
Honour's but empty, and when Youth is ended, 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will deſire. 
Let not Youth fly away without contenting 3 
Age will come time enough for your repenting. 
chor. Let not Youth, Ge. 
SHEPHERDESS. 
Shepherd, Shepherd, leave decoying, 
Pipes are ſweet, a Summer's Day; 
Dut a little after toying, 
Women have the Shot to pay 
H 2. 


76 A Seled COLLECTION 
Here are Marriage-Vows for 6gning ; 
5 Set their Marks that cannot write: 


After: that, without repining, 
Play and welcome, Day and Night. 


CHORUS of all. 
Come, Shepherds, lead up a lively Meaſure ; 
The Cares of Medlock are Cares of Pleaſure : 
But whether Marriage brings Foy or Sorrow, 
Make ſure of this Day, and hang to-morrow, 


—_ 


SONG LXXL 


Go to the Elyfian Shade, 
Where Sorrow ne'er ſhall wound me; 
Where nothing ſhall my Reſt invade, 
But Joy ſhall till ſurround me, 


fly from Celza's cold Diſdain, 
From her Diſdain I fly; 
$he is the Cauſe of all my Pain, 
For her alone I die. 


Her Eyes are brighter than the Mid.day Sun; 
When he but half his radiant Courſe has run; 

When his Meridian Glaries gaily ſhine, 

And gild all Nature with 2 Warmth divine. 


See yonder River's lowing Tide, 
Which now ſo full appears; 
Thoſe Streams that do ſo ſwiftly glide, 
Are nothing but my Tears, - , 
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There have I wept, *cill I could weep no more, 
And curſt mine Eyes when they have ſhed their 

Store; + ha 

Then, like the Clouds that rob the azure Main, 

I've drain'd the Flood, to weep it back again... 
Pity my Pains, 

Ye gentle Swains ; 

Cover me with Ice and Snow. „ 

J ſcorch, I burn, I flame, I glow : 
Furies, tear me, | | a 
Quickly bear me 

To the diſmal Shades below : 

Where yelling and howling, 
And grumbling and growling, 5 

Strike our Ears with horrid Woe. 
Hiſſing Snakes, | 
Fiery Lakes, 

Would be a Pleaſure and Cure: 

Not all the Hells 
Where Pluto dwells, 

Can give ſuch Pains as I endure; 

To ſome peaceful Plain convey me, 

On a moſly Carpet lay me; | 

Fan me with ambroſial Breeze; | + 

Let me die, and ſo have Eaſe, | 
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SONG LXXII. 
F any ſo wile is, 
That Sack he deſpiſes, 
Let him drink his ſmall Beer and be ſober; 
Whilft we drink Wine and ng, 


As if it were Spring, 
He ſhall droop like the Trees in oben 


But be ſure over Night, 
If this Dog do you bite, 
You take it henceforth for a Warning, 
Soon as out of your Bed, 
To ſettle your Head, 


| Take à Hair of his Tail in the Morning. 


* 


And not be ſo ſilly, 
To follow old Lilly, a 
For there's nothing but Wine that can AK us, 
Let his ne aſſueſcas 
Be put in his Cap-caſe, 
And ſing bibito vinum jejunus, 


8 SONG LXXIII. 


OME all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That Tove to tope govd Wine, 
Let us offer up a Hogſhead 


Uato our Maſter's Shrine, 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I]! tell you the Reafon why; 


F EncLiSn 30006. 79 


"Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 
'Till we've drank che Cellar ery. 


In Times of old 1 was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear; | 
But Bacchus took me from that Rule, 2 


He thought twas too ſevere. 
He fill'd a Goblet co the Brim, el . 


And bad me take a Sup AW 
But had it been 2 Gallon Pot, | 


By Fove, I'd tofs'd it up. 


And ever fince that happy Time, = 
Good Wine has been my Cheer ; | 


Now nothing; puts me in a Swoon, 
But Water or ſmall Beer, 


Then let us tope about, my Boys, 3 
And never flinch nor fly, | | 
But Hll our Skins brim-full of Wine, | 
And drein the Bottles dry, | 


W —— — ——_— — 8 _ 


SONG LXXIV. 


Mint as, chat true-hearted Swain, 
Upon a River's Bank was laid, 
Where to the pitying Streams he did complain 
Of Silvia, that falſe charming Maid; 
But ſhe was ſtill regardleſs of his Pain: 
Oh faithleſs SzIvia ! would he cry, 


And what he ſaid, the Eccho's would reply, 


80 A Select COLLECTION 
&« Bekind, or elſe I die, E. I die. 
< Be kind, or elſe I die, E. I die. 
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A Shower of Tears his Eyes let fall, 
Which in the River made Impreſs, 
Then ſigh'd, and Silvia falſe again wou'd call 3 
Ah! cruel faithleſs Shepherdeſt, 
Is Love, with you, become a Criminal? 
Ah! lay afide this needleſs Scorn, 
Allow your poor Adorer ſome Return, 
_ & Confider how I burn, E. I burn. 
Nos Conſider, &. f | | 


Ly Thoſe Smiles and Kiſſes which you gave, 
| Remember, Silvia, are my Due 
And all the Joys my Rival does receive, 
He raviſhes from me, not you, 1 
Ah! Silvia, can I live and this believe? 
Inſenſibles are touch'd to ſee 
My Languiſhments, and ſeem to pity me. 
% Which 1 demand of thee, E. Of thee, 
« Which I demand, &c, 
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x SONG LXXV. 


Hat State of Life can be fo bleſt, 

As Love, that warms a Lover's Breaſt ? 
Two Souls in one, the ſame Defire 
To grant the Bliſs, and co require: 

But if in Heav'n a Hell we find, 


of ExGLISH Songs. & 
"Tis all from thee, 6-33; | 
0 Fealoufie ! - 
1 Tyrant, Tyrant Fealoufie, 
Thou Tyrant of the Mind! 


All other IIls, tho? ſharp they prove, 
Serve to refine and perfect Love: 

In Abſence, or unkind Diſdain, * 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lover's Pain : 


But ah, no Cure but Death we find, 
To ſet us free 


From Enn 
0 Fealoufie ! &e. 


Falſe in thy Glaſs all objects are, 

Some ſer too near, and ſome too far; 
Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, 
The Fire that burns, and gives no Light. 
All Torments of the damn'd we find 

In only thee, h 

0 Fealouſie & c. 


—— 


SONG LXXVI. 

Here is one dark and ſullen Hour 

Which Fate decrees our Lives ſhould know, 
Elſe we ſhould light th' almighty Pow*r, | 

Wrapt in the Joy we find below: 

'Tis paſt, dear Cynthia, now let Frowns be gooe, | 
A long, long Penance I have done, | 
For Crimes, alas! co me unknown. 


"2 
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82 A Sele# Correcrion 
In each ſoſt Hour of ſilent Night 
Tour Image in my Dream appears, 
I graſp the Soul of my Delight, 
Slumber in Joys, but wake in Tears, 
Ah! faithles, charming Saint, what will you do ? 
Let me not think I am by you - 
Lov'd leſs for being true. 


$0NG6 LXXVI. 
F Country Quarters Rill confin'd, 
From Berwick i do write; 
Why can't my Body, like my Mind, 
To Silvia take its flight? 
Oh, Silvia, if a Wiſh cou'd do, 
My Soul ſhould quarter ſoon with you. 


Whilſt I tay here, my love-ſick Heart 
With you is left behind; 

Alas! why ſhould our Bodies part, 
Since both our Souls are join'd? 
My Body to my Prince is due, 

My Soul its Orders takes from you, 


My bloomiag Hopes of ſeeing you 
Are wither'd in their Prime; 

| Confin'd to ſtay for a Review 3 

* Oh, why was this the Time! 
For what's a dull Review to me, 
If Silvia is not there to fee. 


ef ExcGLisn Sexcs. $3 
When heavy Beat of dull Taroo | 
Commands the Soldier home ; 

The Hopes I have to dream on you 

Gives Muſick to the Drum: 


Next Morning with the Reyezlls, 
I only wake to think on chee, 


—_—_—— 


SONG LXXVIII. 


Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my Moan, 


To doleful Shades I will remove, 

Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, | 
Where poor forſaken Nymphs are ſeen 
In lonely Walks of Willow green, © 


Upon my Dear's deluding Tongue, 

uch ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 
That when his Words had filence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke. 
Too happy Nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 

That now enjoys my charming he; 

For, oh! I fear it to my Coſt, 

She's found the Heart that 1 have loſt, 


Beneath the faireſt Flow'r on Earth, 

A Snake may hide, or take its Birth; 

So his falſe Breaſt, conceal it did 

His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid, 
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"Tis falſe, who ſays we happy are, 
Since Men delight our Hearts t' enſnare : 


In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 
Their Vows are Wind, their Love's a Jeſt, 


Ye Gods, in Pity to my Grief, 

Send me my Damon, or Relief: 0 
Return that wild delicious Boy, 
Whom once I thought my Spring of Joy. 


Bat whilſt I'm begging of this Bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer this, 
When Damon has enjoy'd, he flies; 
" Who ſees him, loves; who loves him, dies, 


There's not a Bird that haunts 32 
But is a Witneſs of my Love: | 

Eccho repeats my plaintive Moans, 

The Waters imirate my Groans, 

The Trees. their beading Boughs recline, 
And droop their Heads, 2s I do mine. 


ä 


SONG LXXIX. 
O Beauty devoted, 
Expecting, deſiring, 
With Paſſion expizing, 
I ſerve the blind Boy : | 
Yer ever contented 
So eaſy the Chain is, 


So pleaſing the Pain is, 
I ſerve him with Joy, 


FN 
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s oN LXXX. 


T Noon in — | 
The brighter Lady of the May, 

Young Chlorzs, innocent and gay, 

Sat knotting in a Shade, 
Each ſlender Finger plaid its Parr 
With ſuch Activity and Art, 
As would inflame a youthful Heart, 

And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her fav'rite Swain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 
Yet when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 
She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid. | 
She let her Ivory Needle fall; - * 
And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball? 
But ſtraĩt gave Strepbon ſuch a Call 
As wou'd have rais'd the Dead. 
- Dear gentle Youth, is't none but hee? 
With Innocence I dare be free; 
By ſo much Truth and Modeſty | 
No Nymph was eber betray'd. 1 
Come lean thy Head upon my Lap, 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroak and clap, 
Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap: 
Which he, poor Fool, obey'd, 


„ 


88 A-Se# Cor rrerio 

She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him. faſt aſleep all oer: 4 
She ſigh'd, and cou'd endure no more, 

But ſtarting up, ſhe faid, 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be; - 

For this thy dull Fidelity, 

I'll truſt thee with my Flocks, not me: 
Purſue thy grazing Trade, 


Go, milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 
And watch all Night thy Flocks to keep; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 

By me, miſtaken Maid. 


* tt... at * n 1 Q I OO I 1 
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SONG LXXXI, 
18 grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, ; 
I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
Yer I tremble and I pant, 
In the Middle of the Fair. ' 


Oh! wou'd Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and gay, 
Now's che Time he ſoon may move 
A young Heart, unus'd to Love, 
Shall I venture ? no, no, no; 

Shall I from the Danger go! 

Oh! no, no, no, no, no; ö 
1 muſt not try, T cannot fly, 
T muſt not, durſt not, cannot fly. 


3 sons 1 


* 
* Why ſhould I deny my Heart? 
If a Lover will purſue, 

Like the wiſeſt let me do, 

1 will fit him if he's true, 

If he's falſe I'll fic him too. 


— *— „ — 


SONG LXXXI. 


W Fate to me Belinda give, 
Wich her alone T'd chuſe to live, 
Nor with her could 1 more require, 

Nor a greater Rlifs deſire. 

My charming Nymph, if you can find,, 

Amongſt the Race of human Kind, 
A Man that loves you more than I, 
I'll refign you, tho” I die. | 

Let my Belinda fill my Arms, 
With all her Beauties, all her Chatms; ' 
With Scorn and Pity I'd look down n 
On the Glories of a Crown, 


* 


SONG LXXXIII. 33 


Môwas on a River's verdant — 
About the cloſe of Day, 
A dying Swan with Muſick try*d 
To chaſe her Cares away: 
1 2 
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And tho? ſhe ne'er had r 
Or tun'd her Voice before, vt” 


Death, raviſh'd with fo ſweet 2 Note, 
A while the Stroke forbore. 


Farewel, ſhe cry'd, ye ſilver Streams, 


Ye putling Waves, adieu. 
Where Phabus us d to dart kis Beams, 
Aud bleſt both me and you, 5 


Farewel, ye tender whiſtling Reeds, 
Soft Scenes of happy Love; 

Farewel, ye bright enamell'd Meads, 
Where I was wont to rove : 


With you 1 muſt no more converke ; 
Look, yonder ſetting Sun 

Waits, while I theſe laſt Notes 9 
And then he muſt be gone. 


Mourn not, my kind and conſtant Mate, 
We'll meet again below : 
It is the kind Decree of Fate, 

And I with Pleaſure go. 


While thus ſhe ſung, upon a Tree 
Within th' adjacent Wood, | 
To hear her mournſul Melody, 

A Stork attentive ſtood : 


From whence, thus to the Swan ſhe ſpoke: 
What means this Song of Joy ? 

Is it, fond Fool, ſo kind a Stroke, | 

That does thy Life defiray ? 


of Ex@Lrsn Sores. 


Turn back, deluded Bird, and try 
To keep thy fleeting Breath 3 
It is a diſmal thing to die; 
And Pleaſure ends in Death. | 
Baſe Stork, rhe Swan reply d, give oer, 
Thy Arguments are vain; 
If after Death we are fo more, 
Yer we are free from Pain. 
But there are foft iy Shades, 3 
And Bow'rs of kind Repoſe, 
Where never any Storm invades, 
Nor Tempeſt ever blows. | 


There in cool Streams, and ſhady Woods, 


I'll ſport the Time away; 


Or, ſwimming down the chryſtal Floods, 


Among young; Halcyons play. 

Then pr'ythee ceaſe, or tell me Wu 
I have ſuch Cauſe to grieve, 

Since it's a-Happineſs to die, 
And it's a Pain to live, 


. 
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SONG LXXXIV. 


Right was the Morning, cool was the Air, 


Serene was all the Skis, 
When on the Waves 1 left my Dear, 
The Center of my Joy; 
Heaven and Nature ſmiliug were, 
And nothing ſad but I. 

x 3 
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| Each roſie Field did Odours ſpread, | pi 


All fragrant was the Shore: 
Each River-God roſe from his Bed, 
And figh'd, and own'd her Pow'r 3 - 
Curling their Waves they deck'd their Heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 4 


So when the fair Egyptian Queen 


Her Heroe went to ſee, 
Cidnus ſwell'd o'er het Banks wich Pride, 
As much in Love as he. | 


Glide on, ye Waters bear theſe Lines, 


And tell her how diſtreſs'd; 
Bear all my Sighs, ye gentle Winds, 
And waft em to her Breaſt : 

Tell her, if e'er ſhe proves unkind, 

I never ſhall have Reſt, 


— th F"Y 


SONG LXXXV. 


E LL me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never eaſe my Pain? 
Muſt 1 dis for ev'ry Feature? | 
Muſt I always love in vain ? 


The Defire of Admiration 


Is the Pleaſure you purſue ; 
Pr'ythee try a laſting Paſſion, 
Such à Love as mine for you. 


Tears and Sighing could not move you, 


For 4 Layer ought to dare: 


* 


- ff Enet1$n Songs. 91 
When 1 plainly told I loy'd you, 
Then you' ſaid I went too far. 212 
Are ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming? g ; 
Will my Dear be fickle til]? I 
Conqueſt is the Joy of Women, 
Let their Slaves be what they will. 
Your Neglect with Torment fills me, 
And my deſperate Thoughts increaſe; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a Lover leſs. 
If your wand'ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be: 


But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a Day, and fix on me, 


a 
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SONG LXXXVL 


R'ythee fill me the Glaſs, 
"Till it laughs in my Face, 
With Ale that is potent and mellow : 
He that whines for a Laſs, 
Is an ignorant Aſs, 
For a Bumper has not its Fellow, - 


— — 


SONG n 


E twice ten hundred Deitias, * 
To whom we daily ſacriſice; | 
Ye Pow'rs that dwell with Fates below, 
And ſee what Men are doom'd to do; 


$2 A Sed COLLECTION 
Where Elements in Diſcord dwell, 


Tell great Zempoalle what ſtrange Fate 
Muſt on her diſmal Vigon wait, 


By the croaking of the Toad, _ 
In. their Caves that make abode ; 
Earthy Dun that pants for Breath, 
With her ſwell d Sides full of Death 3 
* By the creſted Adder's Pride, 

That along the Cliffs do glide ; 

By thy Viſage fierce and black; 

By the Death's-head on thy Back; 
By the twiſted Serpents, plac'd 

For a Girdle round thy Waſte; 
By the Hearts of Gold, that deck —— 
Thy Breaſts, thy Shoulders, and thy Neck: 
From thy ſleepy Manſion riſe, 

And open thy unwilling Eyes; 
While bubbling Springs their Muſick keep, 
That ufe to lull thee in thy Sleep. 


3 


SONG LXXXVIII. 
UPID, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
Teach th' enatnour'd Swain to languilh, 
Teach him ſoft Deſires to know. | | 
Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory; 
Love does all chat's great below, 
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SONG LXXXIX. 


W E'll drink and we'll never have done, Boys, 
Pur the Glaſs then round with the Sun, 
Let Apollo's Example invite us; [Boys, 
For he's drunk ev'ry Night, | 
And that makes him fo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light us. 


PLS 


SONG XC. | 
Low, blow, Boreas, blow, and bet thy ſurly 
Winds 


Make the Billows foam and rar? 
Thou canſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
But ſpite of thee we'l} live and find a Shore. 


Then chear, my Hearts, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the Gun- room clear: | 

Tho? Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar FER: 
Whilſt we have Sea-room here, Boys, never fear, 


Hey | how ſhe toſſes up, how far 

The mounting Top- maſt touch'd a Star; 
The Meteors blaz' d as thro” the Clouds we came; 
And, Salamander- like, wo live in Flame, 


But now, now we fink, now, now we go 
Down to the deepeſt Shades below: 
Alas! alas! where are we now ! 
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Who, who can tell! 
sure tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 8 
Or where the Sea-gods dwell: UAE) 


With them we'll live, wich them well live ang 
reign, 


Wich them we'll laugh, and fing,anddrink amain, 


Bur ſee, we mount, ſee, ſee, we riſe again, 
CHORUS: 

Tho' Flaſhes of Lightning, and Tempeſts of Rain, W 

Do fiercely contend which ſhall conquer the Main; | 


| Tho' the Captain doth ſwear inſtead of 4 Prayer, 


Mind the Sea is all Fire by the Damons of th Ar, NN 
We'll drink and defy, | 5% 
We'll drink and defy 
The mad Spirits that fly 
From the Deep to the Sh, 

[loud Thunder does — 
For Pare ſtill will: have 
A kind Fate for the brave, 
And neer make bis Grave Go 
Of a ſalt Water Wave, 
To drown, to drown, no never to drown « good. ” 


Fellow, 


255 
88 
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SONG Xl. 


E T's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think 
| How the World is rul'd by Aſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway'd by Chink. 


Then never let vain Ceres oppreſs uf, 
Riches are to them Snare : 

We're every one as rich as Craſwus, 

11 While our Bottle drowns our Care. 


Wine will make us red as Roſes, 

5 And our Sorrows quite forget; 

Come, let's fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink our ſelves quite out of Debt. 


When grim Death comes looking for ut, 
We are toping off dur Bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus, 
Death, begone, _ here's none but Souls, © 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly, 


dock. If Ever after underſtanding, 
Drinking Souls can never dis. 


* 


— 


SONG KXCIL 
8 ſail upon the Dog - ſtar, 
And then purſue the Morning; 
T'll chaſe the Moon, till it be Noon, 
I'll make her leave her horning. 


i. A Select Colrectih | 

Ill climb the froſty Mountain, | 
And there Il] coin the Weather; 

I'll tear the Rainbow from the Sky, 
And tie both Ends together. 


The Stars pluck from their Orbs too, 
And croud them in my Budget : - 
And whether I'm a roaring Boy, 
Let all the Nation judge it, 


j 
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SONG XCII. 


OO lovely cruel Fair, 
Can I the Torture bear 
To ſee thee flying? 7 
Muſt I behold thoſe Charms 
Doom'd to another's Arms, 
While I am dying? 


SONG XCIVv. 


Ould you know how we meet o'er our jolly 
full Bowls? «4 

As we mingle onr Liquors, we mingle our Souls: : 
The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſmooths the 
ſtrong, 

And nothing but Friendſhip _ all the Night | 

long: 

we drink, laugh, and celebrate every Deſire; 
Love only remains our unquenchable Fire. 
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SONG: xv. 


Hat ſhall 1 do to ſhew how much I love her? 

| How many Millions of Sighs can ſuffiſe ? 

That which wins other Hearts can never move her; 
Thoſe common Methods of Love ſhe'll deſpiſe, 


I will love more than Man er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all che Day, melt all the Night; 
Till, for her own Sake, at laſt ſhe'l] ĩimplore me 
8 To love her leſs, to preſerve our Delight. 


Since Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing Recruits for new Joys3 
I wiſh my Love could be always improving, 
Tho? eager Love more thay Sorrow deſtroys, - 


in fair durelie's Arm leave me expiring, © 
To be embalm'd by the Sweets of her Breath ? 
To he taſt Moment Pl till be defiring | 
* Never had flv glorious G Dea. * 


4 S ON G XCVI. 
AIR Venus, they. ay, 

u: On a rainy bleak Day, - 
the Thus ſent her Child Cupid 2 packing : be 
Ger thee gone from my Door, 

iht Like a Son of a Whore, 


| Aud elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking. 
£4 4 | 
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To tell the plain Truth, 
Our lictle blind Vouch 


- Beaz the Hoof «long while up and down, Sr, 


Till all Dangers paſt, 
By good Fortune at laſt, 


Hie ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir. 


Then ſtraic to himſelf 

Cries this tiny fly Elf, 

Since Begging brings little Relief, Sir, 
A Trade Vil commence 5 
That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a Thief, Sis. 


At Play-houſe und Kirk, 
Where he lily did lurk, 
He ſtole R 
Till at laſt, fays my Song, | 
He had like to have fwung 
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple. 


Then with Arrows and Bow 
He a Soldier muſt go, 
And ſtrait be ſhot Folks without waning 
He thought it no Sin, 
When tliis Hand once Was in, | 
To kill you-a Hundred his Morning. 


| When he found that he made 
Little Gains by his Trade, 
What does our fly graceleſs Blinker ? 


of e ee 
But ſtraight chang'd his . * 
As well as his Coat, 
And he needs muſt pas for e Tinkar, 


Have you any Hearts to mend? 
Come I'll be your Friend, 
Or elſe I expe& not a Farthing : 
Tho? they're burnt to a Coal, 
Il ſoon make 'em whole; 
And Maids, is not this a fair Bargain ?- 


But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Tinker beware, 
Shun the Rogue, tho he ſets ſuch a Face on't, 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 
'Tis true, by my Squl, 
He'll at leaſt leave a Score 3 in the Place on't. 


T — — 


SONG XCVII. 
Dean and Prebendary | 


Had late-a new Vagary, 
And were at doubtful Strife, Sir, 
Who led the better Life, Sir, 
And was the better Man, 
And was the better Man, 


The Dean he ſaid th * 
Since Bluff was ſo 


— ——u . .— 
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He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That he had the moſt Grace, Sir, 
And fo the Fight began, &c. 
When Preb. reply'd like Thunder, 
And roar'd out, twas no Wonder, 
Since Gods the Dean had three, Sir, 
And more by two than he, Sir, 
For be had got but one, &c. 


Now whilſt theſe two were raging, 

And in Diſputes engaging, 

The Maſter of the Charter, 

Said both had caught a Tartar, | 
For Gods, Sir, there were none, &c. 


That all the Books of Moſes 
Were nothing but Suppoſes ; ; 
That he deſerv'd Rebuke, Sir, 1! 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, Sir, 
"Twas nothing but a Sham, &c, 
That as for Father Adam, 
And Mrs, Eve his Madam, * 
And what the Serpent ſpoke, Sir, 
"Twas nothing but a Joke, Sir, 
And well invented Flam, & c. 


Thus in this Battte- royal, | 
As none would take Denial, _ 
The Dame for which they ſtrove, Sir, 
could neither of them love, Sir, 
Since all had giv'n Offence, &c. 
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She therefore lily waiting, 

Leſt all three Fools 2 prating, 

And being in a Fright, Sir, 

Religion took her Flight, Sir, | 
Aver mas beard of fer, bt, | 


a, 


SONG AXCVIIL 
O ſorm'd to charm, lovely all over, 
You wound a Lover in ev'ry Part; 
But we recover, when we diſcover | 
There is a Rover within your Heart. 
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SONG XCIX. 
He, B Ehold the Man that with gigantick Might 
Dares combat Heaven again, 
Storm Fove”s bright Palace, put the Gods to flight, 
Chaos renew, and make perpetual Night; tain, 


Come on ye fighting Fools that petty Jars ma in- 
I've all the Wars of Europe i in my Brain, 


She. Who's that talks of War 
When Beauty does come in; 

Whoſe ſweet Face divinely fair, 
Eternal Pleaſures bring : 

When I appear, the martial God 
A conquer'd Victim lies, 
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Obeys each Glance, each awful Nod, 5 70d 

And dreads the Lightning of my killing bre, N 
More than the hercefl Tn in the Skides" 


He, Ha, ha, ha ! now, now, we mount ln. 

The Sun's bright God and I 

Charge on the axure Dawns of ample Sky ß 

See, ſee how th' immortal Spirits run; 

Purſue, purſue, drive em o'er the burning Zone 

From thence come rowliog, rowling down, 

And ſearch the Globe below with all- the gulphy 
Main, 


To find my loſt my whod'ring. Senſe again. 
She, By the disjointed Matter | TOE 48 


That crouds thy Pericranium, 
I nicely have found that thy Brain is not found, 


And thou ſhalt be my Companion. 


He, Come let us plague the World then, 
I embrace the bleſt Occaſion ; 
For by Inftin& I find thou art one of the Kind 
That firſt brought in Damnation, 
CHORU Ss. 
| Then mad, very mad, very mad let us be, 
For Europe does now with our Frenzy agree, 
And all things in Nature are mad too as we. 


She, My Face has Heaven inchanted, 

With all the Sky-born Fellows: 
Fove preſt to my Breaſt, and my Boſom he Kits 
Which made old Juno jealous, 


PF. 
i of Ex61158) Sense, 703 
He, I challeng'd griſly Plat, | 
But the God of Fire did Thos, wa; ; 
Witty Hermes I drubb'd round the Pole wich my 
For breaking Jokes upon me. _ 
Then mad, &c. EZ 
She, I found Apollo finging, 
The Tune my Rage encreaſes ; 
I made him ſo blind with a Look that was bias, 
That he broke his Lyre to Pieces. 


He, I drank a Health to Venus 
And the Mould on her white Shoulder 3, 


Mars flinch'd at the Glaſs, and I threw't in his 


Was ever Heroe bolder } Tr!-ace; 
She, Tis true, my dear «Alcides, i 
Things tend to Diflolutionz 
The Charms of a Crown, and the Crafts of the 
Have brought all co Confuſion, [Gown 
He. The haughty French begun it, 
The Engliſh Wits purſue it, 
She, The German and Turk ſtill go on with the 
He, And all in time will rue it. [ Work, 
Then mad, &c. 


SONG GC 
He, CWeet Nelly, my Heart's Delight, 
Be loving, and do not flight 
The Offer I make, 
For Modeſty's Sake, 
I honour your Beauty bright; 
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For, Love I proteſt - g 
I can do no leſs, 4 
Thou haſt my Favour won; 

And ſince I ſee 

| Your Modeſty, 
Therefore agree, 

And fancy me, _ 

Tho* I'm but a Farmer's Son, 


She. No, I'm a Lady gay, 
"is very well known I may 
Have Men of Renown, 
In City or Town; 
Nay, Roger, without Delay, | 
Court Bridget or Sue, © 
| Kate, Nancy, or Prue, 
Their Loves may ſoon be won ; 
Bur don't You dare 
To ſpeak me fair, 
As if I were 
at my laſt Pray'r, 
To marry a Farmer's Son. 

He, My Father has Riches Store, 
Two Hundred 2 Year and more, 
Beſides Sheep and Cows, 

Carts, Harrows and Ploughs, 
His Age is above threeſcore: 
And when he does die, 
Then merrily 1 
Shall have wha he has won; 


_ of Enctieu Sou. vor 


Both Land and Kine, 

All ſhall be thine, 

If thou' lt incline, 

And will be mine, 
And marry the Farmer's Son. 


She, A Fig for your Cattle and Corn, 
Your proffered Love I ſcorn; 
'Tis known very well, 
My Name it is Nell, 
And you're but a Bumkin born. 
He, Well, if it be fo, 
Then away I will go, 
And I hope no Harm is done. 
Farewel, adieu, 
I hope to wooe 
s good as you, 
And win her too, 
Tho' I'm but a Farmer's Son. 


Dear Lady, believe me now, 

I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 

No Lords in their Lives, 
Take Pleaſure in Wives, 

Like Fellows that drive the Plough: 
For their Labour and Pain, 
Whatever they gain, 

They don't to Harlots run, 

As Courtiers do, 
I never knew 
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A City Beau 
That could out - do 
A Country Farmer's Son. 


She, Be not io ſuch Haſte (quoth ſhe) 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree; [5 
For Man, I proteſt, 2 

a I was but in Jeſt, 

Come, pr*ythee fic down by me; 
For thou art the Man | 
That verily can | 

Perform what muſt be done; 

Both trait and tal, 
Genteel withal, 

Therefore I ſhall 


Be at your Call, 
And L' marry the Farmer's Son. ry 
SONG Cl. 


Noble Deeds are done by Wine; 
Scorn the Nymph, and all her Graces : 
' Who'd for Love or Beauty pine? 


1 ** Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, 


Look within the Bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand Charms yowll find, 
More than Phillis, tho' juſt going 

In the Moment to be kind, 


of Excrisn Soxes.. 

Alexander hated thinking, | 
Drank about at Councii- board; 

He ſubdu'd the World by drinking, 


— ng” 
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S O N G | ll. | 

Eauty now alone ſhall move him, 
Mars fhall know no Joy but Love. 
Let the wiſer Gods reprove him, | 

Melting Kifles, 

Mutual Bliſſes, 

Beauty charming, 

Love alarming, 

Raiſe the Soul to Joys above, 
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SONG cin. 


Tut hiæ frowns whene'er I wooe her, 
Yet ſhe's vex'd if I give overs 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undos her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover: 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 
And not winning thus ſhe loſes. 
Pr'ythee, Cynthze, look behind you, 
Age and Wrinkles will 'o'ertake you, 
Then too late Deſire will find you, | 
When the Power does forſake you?  - 
Think, oh! think; oh, ſad Condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition!' 
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SONG cv. 


OVE, thou airy. vain Illuſion, . 
Sly Deceiver of my Joys, 

All thy Arts are but Deluſion, - 

" Whilſt vain Hope my Heart decoys. 


But, Charmer, I ſtill adore :' 
Nebler teaze me, but eaſe me, 
Love's Paon ſhall pleaſe me, 
- Whilſt I your Aid implore. 


be 4 
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8 O N G CV. 2 
„ her ſee Cupid flying, 
Behold him wiſhing, dying, Y 4 


Such Graces ſhine all o'er her, 
Gods might adore her. 


Blind Boy, forbear to wooe her, 
Thy Flame admits no Cure, 
To me, in Sight of Heaven, 
Her Faith is given, 


4 
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8 ON G CVI. 
A rippling John was jogglng en, 
Upon the Riot Nigheg 77 292 55 = | 
With tottering Pace and fiery Face, | 

Suſpicious of high Flight : 


— 1 
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The Guards who took him by his Look, © 
For ſome chief Firebrand, " | 

Ask'd whence he came, what was his Name, 
Who are you ? ſtand, Friend, ſtand! + 


I'm going home, from Meeting come: 
Ay, ſays one, that's the Caſe, 

Some Meeting he has burnt, you ſee, 
The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 

Jobn thought twas Time to purge his Crime, 
And ſaid, my chief Intent | 

Was to aſſwage my thirſty Rage 
I'th' Meeting that I meant. 


Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vals,” 
Says one, pray let us know, 

That we may find, how you're inclin d, 
Are you High Church or Low ? 

Fobn ſaid to that, I'll tell you: Wile 
To end Debates and Strife, 

All I can ſay, this is the Way 
1 ſteer my Courſe of Life, 


I ne'er to Bow, nor Burgeſs go, 
To Steeple-houſe nor Hall ; 
The brisk Bar-bell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, d'ye call? | 
Gueſs then, am I Low Church or High; 
- From that Tow'r or.no Steeple, « 
Whoſe merry Toll exalts che Sul, 
And muſt make high-flown People. . 
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The Guards came on, und look id at Ib, R 
With Countenance moſt plea ant: | 

By Whiſpet round they all ſoon found, 
He was no damag'd Peafant : 

Thus while John ſtood, the beſt he cou 4 
Expecting their Deciſion, | 

Damn him, ſays one, let him be gone, 

He's of our own Religion. 
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F all che World's Enjoyments 
That ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our Employment 
With Fiſhing can compare: 
Some preach, ſome write, 
Some ſwear, ſome fight, 
All golden Lucre courting ; 
Bur Fiſhing ſtill | 
Bears off che Bell, 
For Profit, or for Sporting. 
Then who a jolly Fiſherman, 
A Fiſherman would be, 
His Throat muſt wer, 
Fuſt like bis Nev, 
To keqp our Cold at Sea, 
The Country Squire loves running 
A Pack of well-mouth'd Hounds; 
Another fancies Gunding 
For wild Ducks in his Grounds ; 
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This hunts, that fowlss | | 
This hawks, Dick bowls, 
No greater Pleaſure wiſhing z 
But Tom that tells . 


What Sport excels, 
Gives all the Praiſe to Fiſhing, of ct: 
Then, &c. / 


A good Weſtphalia Gammon, ' 
Is counted dainty Fair; 
But what is't to a Salmon, 
juſt taken from the Ware: 
Wheat-ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes and Rayla, 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting; 
Bur all muſt ſtoop 
To Craw-filh Soop, 
Or I've no Skill in waiting 
Then, &c. 


Keen Hunters always take too 

Their Prey with too much Pa ina 

Nay, often break a Neck too, 

A Penance for no Brains : 5 
They run, they leap, * us er 
Now high, now deep, 4,504 bak 

Whilſt he that Filhing chuſes, 


L 2 


"3 


112 A Select corrrer ton 


With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay, more to boot, 
May entertain the Muſes. 
Then, &c. 


And tho' ſome envious Wranglers 
To jeer us will make bold, 

And laugh at patient Anglers, 

Who ſtand fo long i'th' Cold, 

They wait on Miſs, - © © 
We wait on this, 

And think it eaſy Labour; 

And if you'd know - 

Filh Profits too, if 

| Conſult our Holland Neighbour. 

Then, 8c. 
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N good King Lewis's Land, 

In a City of high Degree; 
There lived 2 Dyer grand, 
| And a very good Dyer was he : > 
This Dyer was married, forſgoth, 
And married in Truth was he, 
To a Maid in the Bloom of her Vouch, 
And ſhe gave him ſome Jealouſy. 

In vain had he ſought to diſcover, 
What he little defir'd to fee, 
Never dreaming his Wife had a Lover 
of Monkey-fac'd Monſieur & Abbee ; 
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He thought of a politick Way, Ei 
To bring all the Matter to Light, 

By his feigning a Journey one Day, 
And by lying in Ambuſh at Night. 


The Horſes were brought to the Door, 
And all Signs of a Journey appear, 

Whilſt his Wife (that diſſembling Whore) 
Was bedew'd in her Crocodile-tears; 

A thouſand Grimaces ſhe made, | 
To ſhew forth her Grief at his parting, 

But that was a Trick of the Jade, 
And regardleſs as old Womens farting, 


The Dyer was now out of Sight, 
And prepar'd to diſcover the Treaſon ; 
You will find he was much in the right, 
And I'm going to tell you the Reaſon: 
The Wife was no ſooner alone, 

But ſhe ſent for her Father - Conſeſſor; 
He put his beſt Pantaloons on, 

And. he ran like the Devil to bleſs her. 


The Damſel wich Smiles on her Face, 
Met the Abbot, and gave him a Kiſs; 

But no Man would have been in his Place, 
If he'd known of the Jerquer in Piſs, 

We now may ſuppoſe them together, 
Confeſſing and preſſing each other; 

Bound faſt in Love's Thong of Whit-leather: 
Was the reverend Catholick Brother, 
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Some Hours were paſe'd at this Rate, is 
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When the Husband wich Paſſe-par-tout Keys, 
Made no Scruple to open his Gate, [ 
And caught napping the Hog in his Peaſe, 
Father Abbot, quoth he (without N 

Is chis your Church-way of Confeſſion? 


Altho' 'tis a Thing much in Faſhion, 


Ic is nevertheleſs a Tranſgreſſion. 


: The Abbot, as you may believe, 


Had but little to ſay for himſelf ; 


He knew well What he ought to receive, 


For his being ſo arrant an Elf; 

His Clothes he got on with all Speed, 
And conducted he was by the Dyer, 

To be duckt (as you after may read) | 
And be cool'd from his amorous Fire, 


Quoth the Dyer, moſt reverend Father, 
Since I find you're ſo hot upon Wenching, 
I have garher'd my Servants together, 
To give yon a Taſte of our Drenching, | 
Here Tom, Harry, Roger and Dick, 
Take the Abbot, undreſs him, and douſe hims 
They obey'd in that very ſame Nick, 
To the Dye-fat they take him and ſouſe bim. 


To behold what a Figure he made, 

Such a Monſter there never was ſeen, 
'Twas enough to make Satan afraid; 

He was colour'd all over with Greg. 
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The pyer dad Pleaſure enough, 8 N . 
When he thought bow he dy'd him for Life; 4 
'Twas much better than uſing him rough, 
Since he only had lain with his er ö 


Fhe Abbot was led to the Door, 
And he took to his Heels in a trice, 
Never looking behind or before; 
It was now not a Time to be nice. 
'Tis reported by ſome of his Neighbours, 
That he did not diſcover, till Morning, 
The excellent Fruics of his Labours, 2 
Nor the Colour he had for his horning. 


But, good lack, when he came to the Glaſs, | 
And beheld ſuch a ſtrange Alteration, . 
He was dy'd of the Colour of Glaſs; 

And had like to have dy'd with Vexation. 
As the Stain can be never got our, _ 

And the Abbot mult loſe the Church- fleece; 
Let him bear the Diſgrace (like a Lout) 

To be ſhewn for a Penny a-piece. 


* 


——— 


SONG CLIX. 


Ome all you Sons of Ad, 
The which do haunt this Place 
Come all you little Eves-droppers, 8+ N 
Who paſs for Babes of Grace; 
Come all you Shapes and Figures, ; 


And as you paſs along, 


* 


\ 
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Pray mind 'a Brother Animal, r 
And liſten to his Song. K 
Oh Maſquerades are fine things 
For todelight the Eyes; 
And the they vex the fooliſh, ' 
| They don't offend the wiſe, 
For why ſhould Mirth and Pleaſure, 
And harmleſs Sport and Play, 
Or ſpeaking with Sincerity, 
Be thought a rude Eſſay? 
For when we mask our Faces, 
We then unmask our Hearts ; 
And hide our leſſer Beauries, 
To.ſhew our better Parts. | : 
Oh Maſquerades are fine things | | 
For to delight the Hearts; 
Aud tho they burt our Pockets, | 
They pleaſe our better Parts. 


Here all Sorts of Condicions 
Are ſociable and free; 
They judge not by Appearances, 
Which oſten dilagree : 
A Lord will court a Scyllion, 
A Lady hug à Clown; 
A Judge embrace moſt tenderly 
. : A Madam of the Town, + ' F 
Oh Mauſquerades aye fine things 
For to delight the Mind z 
And tbo' they vex the Biſhops, a 
They make the Ladies kind. | 


% 


N 
of ExcLisS# Soxes. ny 
Here Party makes no Difference, 

No Politicians: ar; 

Here Stateſmen lay aſide their Pride, 
And with it all their Care, , ; 
A Babyloniſh Diale& adv 

[Inſpires all the Place; | | 
Which muſt produce, no doubt on t, 


A very ſprightly Race. N 
Oh Maſquerades are fine thing, 
For to improve the Age $3665 0+ GP 

And much beyond the Liber, 


And Licence of the Kae. 3% 
Here I an honeſt Calling : ALIA 
. Havechoſen at my Leiſure; 
For Profit, by the bye, Sir, 
But in the main for Pleaſure, 
For Pleaſufe each Man hither comes, 
Each - Lady comes for Pleaſure; 
And if I'm in the right, Sir, : 
Why then my Song is Meaſure, * 
Oh Maſquerades are fine things, 5 
From whence all Pleaſure ſprings ; 
And tho' the Vulgar rail at them, 
They give Delight to Kings, 


* — = — _—— —_— A - 
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SONG CX. 


Air Iris and her Swain 
Were in a ſhady Bower, 
Where Thirfis long, in vain, 
Had ſought the happy Hour; 
At length his Hand advancing. 
Upon her ſnowy Breaſt, 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
If you will make me bleſt. 


Ir. An eaſy yielding Maid 
By truſting is undone z 
Our Sex is oft berray'd ! 
By granting Love too ſoon : 
If you defire to gain me, 
Your Sufferings to redreſs, 


| Prepare to love me longer yet, and longer, ö 


Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 


Th. The little Care you ſhow 
Of all'my Sorrows paſt 

Makes Death appear too ſlow, 
And Lite too long to laſt: 

Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
In Pity of my Fate, 

And kindly fill, and kindly fill, 
Before it be too late. 


* 


Fr, You fondly court your Blifs, 
And no Advantage make; 


'F 


. 


2 


T1 
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Tis not for Ma ids to give, 

But *tis for Men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And kindly Rill, and kindly, W N 

But do not kiſs and tell, | 

No never kiſs and tell. 


Th, And may I kiſs you kindly ? 
Ir, Yes, you may kiſs me kindly, 
Th, And kindly till, and kindly ? 
Ir, And kindly fill, and kindly. 
Th, And will you not rebel? 
Ir. And I will not rebel : 

But do not kiſs and tell, 

But do not kiſs and tell. 
Th, No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 

No, no, Ill never kiſs and tell. 


Roth, Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And fear not to be poor : 

We give aud we give, we give 224 we give, 
Till we can give no more: 

But what to Day will cake away 
To Morrow will reſtore, 

But * &c, 


8 


SONG XI. 


W. To me you made a Thouſand Vows, 
A Thou ne r Things you've ſaid ; 

I gave you all That Love allows, 
The Pleaſures of the nuptial Bed: 


f 
| 
| 
| 
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But now my E loft their 9 | 


| 


* 


. . 


Or you abare it in your Deſire; 
You wiſh another in your Arms, 
And burn with an unhallow'd Fire. 
H. That charming Celia I admire 
I muſt wich Pleaſure own is true; 
But had I ten times the Vefire, | 1 
How would the Paſſion injure you ? 5 
W. Love is 2 facred Tree of Life, 
That up to Heaven ics Branches rears; - 


' But Admiration's but the Leaf, 


Enjoyment is the Fruit it beam. 


| H. Thus, while you raiſe a vain Diſpure, 


Your Paſſion bur itſelf deceives, 
While you yourſelf have all the Fruit, 

Why need you envy me the Leaves? 
Both, Away then all Fondneſs, I find 'is inwain 
For Wives, when neglected, to ſigh and complain, 
We raiſe the looſe Wiſhes we ftrive to reſtrain, 
Tis a Folly ro whine, to languiſh and grieve, 
Let us rather endeavour our ſelves to deceive; 
What we wiſh to be true, Love bids us believe, 


Time, Reaſon, or Change, at laſt will relieve; 
Tis 2 Folly to whive, io languiſh and grieve, 1 


* 


A* 


'Twixt luſty Ralph of Reading, 
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SONG cxn. 
Wincheſter was a Wedding, 


The like was never ſeen, 


And benny black Beſs of the Green: 
The Fidlers were crowding before, 
Each Laſs was as fine as a Queen? 

There was a Hundred, and more, 
For all the Country came in; 

Brisk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 
She look'd like a Lily o'th' Vale, 

And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 


And 


Roger led bouncing Nell, 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He helpt her over the Stile, ; 
And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 


In forty and forty long Mile: 


69 


Kit gave a green Gown to Berry, 


And 


lent her his Hand to riſe : 


But Fenny was jeer'd by Watty, 2! 29410 Dork” 


For 


looking blue under the Eyes : 


Thus merrily chatting all, 


They paſs'd to the Bride-houſe along, 
Wich Fobny and pretty-fac'd Nanny, . 
The faireſt of all the Throng. | 


The Bridegroom came out to meet em, 
Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, ; 


M — 
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And uſher'd 'em in to treat 'em, 

With bak' d. and roaſted, and-boil'd, 
The Lads were ſo frolick and jolly, , | 4 
For each had his Love by his Side; 
But Willy was melancholly, 

For he had a Mind to che Bride: 
Then Philip begins her Health,. - 

And turns a Beer-glaſs on his Thumb, A 
But Fenkin was reckon'd for drinking 
The beſt in Chrzſtendom, | $ 
And now they had. din'd, advancing | 
Into the Midſt of the Hall, A 
The Fidlers ſtruck vp for Dancing, 
1 And Feremy led up the Brawl ; | A 
[) But Margaret kept a Quarter, | 
| A Laſs that was proud of her Pelf, Se 
1 *Cauſe Arthur had ſtoln her Garter, 
? And ſwore he would tie it himſelf: 
| she ſtruggl'd, and bluſſrd, and frown'd, 
| And ready with Anger to cry, 

_ *Cauſe Arthur, in tying her Garter, 

| Had ſlipt his Mend too high. 


And now for throwing the Stocking. I 
The Bride away was led, 

The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking | v 

For Candles to light *em to Bed: v 


But Robin, finding him filly, 
Moſt friendly took him aſide, B 
The while that his Wife with Willy 
Was playing at Hooper's-yide: © 


- 


— nee TE ge — * 
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And now the warm Game begins, 
The critical Minute was come, 
Chatting, and Billing, and Kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the Room, 


tert Strephow was kind to Betty, 

And blith as a Bird in the Spring; 
And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 

And wedded her with « Rulh-ring : 
Sukze, that danc'd with the Cuſhion, 

An Hour from the Room had been gone, 
And Barnaby knew by her bluſhing, 

That ſome other Dance had been dene: 
And thus of Fifty fair Maids, : 

That came to the Wedding with Men, 
Scarce Five of the Fifty were left ye, 

That ſo did return again. 


SONG CXIIL. 

(Y a Bank of Flow'rs, in a Summer's Day, . 
Inviting and undreſt, 

In her Bloom of Years bright Celia lay, 


With Love and Sleep oppreſt: ; 
When a youthful Swain, with admiring Eyes, 


Wiſh'd he durſt the fair Maid ſurprize, ' 
With 2 fe, la, te, &c. | 
But fear'd approaching Spies. 


M 2 
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As he ger'd, a gentle Breeze aroſe, . 


That fann'd her Robes aſide, 
And the ſleeping Nymph did the Charms diſcloſe, 
Which waking ſhe:would hide, [big, 
Then his Breath grew ſhort, and his Heart beat 
He long' d to touch what lie chanc'd to 0 py, 
With a fa, la, la, &. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh, 


All amaz'd he ſtood » with her Beauties tir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous Wind; 


Then in Whiſpers ſigh'd, and the Gods del d, 


That celia might be k ind. 
When with Hope grown bold, hg advanc'd amain, 
But ſhe leugh'd aloud in a Dream, and again 
With a fe, la, la, &c. : 
Repell'd the tim'rous Swain. 


Yet when once Deſire has inflam'd the Soul, 
All modeſt Doubts withdraw; 

And the God of Love does each Fear controul, 
That would the Lover awe, 

Shall a Prize like this, ſays the yent'rous Boy, 

Scape, and I not the Means employ 7 ? 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 

Ts ſeize the proffer'd Joy. 


Here the glowing Youth to relieve his Pain, 
The ſlumbr ing Maid careſs'd, 

And with trembling Hands (O the ſimple Swain F 

Her ſnowy Boſom preſo'd: 


— 
w. 
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When the Virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Yer look'd, as wiſhing he would purſue, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs'd his Cue, 


Now repenting that he bad let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus'd; 
What a dull and ſtupid thing was I, 
That ſuch a Chance abus'd? 
To thy Shame *twill ſoon on the Plains be ſaid, 
Damon a Virgin afleep betray'd; 
With 4 fa, Ia, la, &c. 
Vet let her go a Maid, 


SONG CXIV. 
I 'LL cell thee, Dick, where I have lately been, 
(There's rare Doings at Bath) 
Mongſt Beauties divine, the like was ne'er ſeen, 
(There's rare Doings at Bath) [Spleen, 
And ſome diſmal Wits that were eat up with 
There's rare Doings at Bath; 
Raffling and Fiddling, and Piping and Singing, 
There's rare Doings at Bath. 


Where all drink the Waters to recover Health, 

And ſome ſort of Fools there throw of their 
wealth; * 

And now and then kiſs---but that's done by ſtealch, 
There's rare Doings at Bath. 


M3 
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And now for the Crew that paſs in the Throng, | 
That live by the Gut, or the Pipe, or the Song, 


And teaxe all the Gentry as they paſs along 3 
There's, 8c, 


Firſt Corbet began, My Lord, pray, your Crown, 
You'll hear a new Boy I've juſt brought to Town, 
I'm ſure he will pleaſe you, or elſe knock me 

Ibere's,, Ke. (down; 


Beſides I can boaſt of my ſelf and two more, 
And Leverzdge the Baſs, that ſweetly will roar, 
*Till all the whole Audience join in encore, 
There's, &c. 


Next Holcomb, Latour, and Baniſter too, 

With Hautboy, one Fiddle and Tenor fo blew, 

And fuſty old Muſick not one Note of new. 
There's, &e, 1 3\ 


Next Moyphew, the Harper, wich his Pig's Face, 

Lies tickling a Treble, and vamping a Baſs ; 

And all he can do, tis but Muſick's Diſgrace. 
here's, &c. 


Then comes the Eunuch to teaze em the more 
| Subſcribe your two Guineas to make up fourſcore, 


I never perform'd at fo low Rate before. 
There's, . &c, x 


Then come the Strolers among the reſt 3 
And little Punch Powel ſo full of his Jeſt, 


With — pray, Sir, good Madam, tis my Show 
There's, &c. (is belt, 


— 
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Thus being tormented, and teaz'd to theix Souls, 

They thought the beſt way to be rid of cheſe Fools, 
The Caſe they referr'd to the Maſter of th? Rolls, . | 
There's, &c. | E 


Says his Honour, and then he put on 2 Frown, 
The Caſe if you leave to my Thoughts alone, 
I'll ſoon have them all whipt out of the Town. 


There's rare Doings at Bath; 2 
Raffling, &c. | > 
8 O NG CXV. ; * 


I Burn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes, - - - 
Each Eye-ball-roo like Lightning flaſhes: - 
Within my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire. 


Blow the Winds, great Ruler, blow 
Bring the Po and the Ganges hither, 
"Tis ſultry Weather, 

Pour them all on my Soul, 

It will hiſs like a Coal, 

But never be the cooler, 


"Twas Pride hot as Hell 
That firſt made me rebel; 


From Love's awful Throne a curs'd 3 *. 2 
And mourn now my Fate, | 
Which my ſelf did create, 


Fool, Fool, that conſider'd not when I was well, 
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Adieu, tranſporting Joys; 
Off ye vain ſantaſtick Toys, 
That dreſs their Face and Body to allure. 
Bring me Daggers, Poiſan, Fire, 
Since Scora is turn'd. into Deſire, 
All Hell feels not the Rage, which I, poor I, endure, 


a Afi. ot MÞ ** it. a. th. 8 *“ „ _ — 


SONG CXVI. 
HE Sages of old 
| 1 In Prophecies told 
The Cauſe of a Nation's undoing ; 
But the true Englzſh Breed 
No Prophecies need, : 
For each Man here ſeeks his own Ruin. 
By Grumbling and Jars 
We promote civil Wars, 
And-preach up falſe Tenets to many; 
We ſnarl and we bite, 
We rail and we fight 
For Religion, yet no Man has any. 
Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his Friend, 
And a Miſs that can wittily prattle; 
Who delights not in Blood, 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 
And bravely ne'er ſhrinks from the Battle. 
Who rails not at Kings, 
| Nor at politick things, 
Nor Treaſon does talk when he's mellow; 


— 
— 
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But takes a full Glaſs 
To his Maſter's Succeſs ; 
This, this is the honeſt brave Fellow, 


_ 


8 


SONG CXVII. 


Hloe bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her 
I call'd her faithleſs jilt ing Whore, —_ 
To talk ro me of Honour, 3 


But when I roſe, and would be gone, 
She cry'd, nay, whither go ye? 

Young Damon, tay, now we're alone, | - 
Do what zou will with Chloe, 2 


* - . 1 -_- 
th _ 


. 
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SONG CXVII. 3 
E Charms of bright Beauty ſo Lg 
are, 
For that we make Peace, and for that we : make 
War; | 
Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws, - 
Your Cant of Injuſlice, the good and bad Cauſe "D 
Your Conqueſts aud Triumphs, your Capriyes 
and Spoils, 
Shall never incite me to hazardous Toils ; 
To be great wiſe and wealthy I never wou'd chuſe, 
Should the Nymph I adore, her Favour refuſe ; _ — 


7 
* LY 


— 
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But let my Exgenia prove faithful and kind, 


I'll weather the Winter, and weary the Wiud; 
Il] ravage the Seas, the Earth and the Air, 


And combat for her, even Death and Deſpair, 


'SONG CXIX. 
WI I fondly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I ſue ; 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
- Cupid, if you love me, do: 
Of a Thouſand Smiles bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes ; 


The Remainder ſtil] will leave her 
Pow'r enough to tyrannize, 


Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſion 

Still in ev'ry Breaſt will move; 

More is Supererogation, 

Meer Idolatry of Love: 

You may dreſs a World of Chloe's 
In the Beauty ſhe can ſpare 3 

Hear him, Cupid, who no Foe is 

To your Altars or the Fair. 


Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made Reply 3 

Do Florelle's Charms di ſpleaſe you? 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die: 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 

Of the captivating Store: „ 
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Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Twenty Thoufand Beauties more. 

were Horella proud and ſoure, 
Apt to mock'a Lover's Care, 

Juſtly then you'd pray, thay Power 
Should be taken from the Fair; 

But tho” I ſpread a Nemiſh over her, 
No Relief in that you'll find, 

Still, fond Shepherd, you'd adore her 
For the Beauties of her Mind. 


P 2 — 1 ll. _ th. — 


— 
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SONG CXX. 
Aidem freth #5 2 Roſe, 
Young, buxom, and full of Jollicy, 
Take no Spoufe among Beaus, 
Fond of their raking Quality; 


He who wears 2 long Buſh, 


All powder'd down from his Pericrane, 
And with Noſe full of Snuſb, 


Snuffles out Love in merry Vein, - 


Who to Dames of high Place 
Does prattle like any Parrot * 
Yet, with Doxies 4 Beach, -- bee 
At Night Piggs in SCI; too: 
Patrimony outrun, 
To make a fine Shew to carry thee: 
Plainly, Friend, rhou”rt undone, 
If ſuck a Creature marry thee. 


— 
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Then for. fear of a Bride, | 
Of flattering Noiſe and Vanicy, if 
Yoke a Lad of our Tribe, | 
He'll ſhew thee beſt Humanity: 
Flaſhy thou wilt find Love, 
In civil as well as ſecular; 
But when Spirit doth move, " 
We have a Gift particular. 


Tho” our Graveneſs is Pride, ; 
= That Boobies the more may venerate 2 
He that gets 2 good Bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate; 
Off then goes the Diſguiſe, | 
To ded in his Arms he'll carry thee : 
Then be happy and wiſe, | er! 
Take Tea and Nay n 0 


TY 1 at 4. 4A 


.. 


S O N G cxxi. | 
Oung Cupid I find 
To ſubdue me inclin'd, 
But at length I a Stratagem found, 
That will rid me of him 

5 For I'll drink to the Brim 
And unleſs he can ſwim, Pg” | 
He like other Puppies will OM. 


N 


1 
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SO N G ' CXXIL - 
Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 


Y 
M The little Birds that fly, 


Wich careleſs Eaſe, from Tres to . 


Were but as bleſt a8 I. 


Ak gliding Waters, if à Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream z 
Or ask the flying Gales, if e'er 
I lent a Sigh to them. 


But now my former Days retire, 


And I'm by Beauty caught? 
The tender Chains of ſweet Deſire 
Are fixt upon my Thought. 
An eager Hope within my Breaſt 
Does every Doubt controuls 
And lovely Nancy ſtands conſeſt 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 


Ye gentle Eccho's, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retrears of Love; 


With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Defign 3 


| Oreach a young unpraQix'd Heart, "7 — 


To make her ever mine. 
_ 


TR. , 
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The very Thought of Change T hate, | 1 
As much as of Deſpair, * | © - 
And hardly covet to be Great, - 


Unfeſs it be for © ny | | 


Tis true, the Paſſion in my Mind | | 
Is mixt wich ſoft Diſtreſs; | 

Yer while the Fair 1 love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh ir leſs. 


Wd 


SONG CXXIII. ; 


Weet are the Charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the Damask Leo at th 
Soft as the Down of Turtle- Dove, 
Gentle as Winds when Zephyr n. 


Refreſhing as deſcending Rains 
To Sun-burnt Climes, and thirſty Plains, 


True 2s the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun, 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon; 
From ev'ry other Charmer free, b >; | 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, © 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues; ; 

Sweet Philomel, in ſhady Bow'rs a | 
Of yerdant Spring her Note renews 3 W | 
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All follow what they moſt admire, © 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous Face, N 


And vary as the Seaſons riſe; 
As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 


Summer th* Approach of Autumn flies; 


No Change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
Love only knows per petual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing race, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow; 
And Marble Tow'rs and Walls of Braſs . 
In his rude March he levels low : 
But Time deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt above; 


Where known to all his Kindred Train, 


| Hefinds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born from Heav'n together came: obs 
Love will the Univerſe controul, l 
When dying Seaſons loſe their Name:: 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Pow'r; | 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more, 


. *. F 
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SONG CXXIV. 
F all the Girls that are fo ſmart,. 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 
She is che Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley : 
There is no Lady in the Land 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally; 
_ $heis the Darling of my 8 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. $7 
Her Father he makes Cabbage-Nets, 
And thro” the Streets does cry em; 
Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy 'em ; 
But ſure ſuch Folks could ne'er bege! 
So ſweet a Girl as Sally; * 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


When ſhe is by, I leave my Work, 
I love her ſo fincerely ; 

My Maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely : 

But let him bang his Belly full, 
PI] bear it all for Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. f 

Of all the Days are in the Week, | ” 
I dearly. love but one Day, | 

And that's the Day that comes bei” 


1 The Saturday and Monday: 


ei $0x65. 


For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My Maſter carries me to Church, 
And often am I blamed, 
Becauſe I leave him in che Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named: 
I leave the Church in Sermon- time, 
And link away with Sally; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. ; 
When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
O! then I ſhall have Money ; 
I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my Honey; 
I wou'd it were ten thouſand Pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally; 2 
She is the Darling of my Heart, , 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, 


My Maſter and the Neighbours all | 
Make Game of me and Sally, 7 
And (but for her) I'd better be 
A Slave, and row a Galley; - 
But when my Seven long Years are out, 
O! chen I] marry Sally, 
©! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 
But not in our Alley, 
N 3 


* _ 
g 7 


SON G cxxV. 
Wos you have à young Virgla of 1 


Years, 
You mult tickle her Fancy wich Sweets and Dean, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly 
Sing a Love-Sonnet, and charm her Ears; . 

Wittily, prittily calk her down, 
Chafe her, and praiſe her, if fair or brown; 

Sooth her, and ſmooth her, © 

And teaze her, and pleaſe her, | 
And touch but her Smicket, and all's ren 


Do you fancy a Widow well known in Man? 
With a Front of àſſurance come boldly on; 

Be at her each Moment, and briskly; briskly 
Put her in Mind how her Time ſteals on; 

Rattle and prattle, alcho' the frown, 

Rouze her, and touze her from Morn to Noon, 
And ſhew her fome Hour, . 
You'll anſwer ber Dow” oy ES 

And get bur her Writings, and all's your own, 


Do you fancy a Punk of a Humour free, 
That's kept by a Fumbler of Quality? 
You muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That Pleaſure's beſt Charm is Variety: 
Swear her much fairer than all the Town, 
Try her, and ply her, when Cully's gone, 
Dog her, and jog her, 
And meet her, and treat her, 
Aud kiſs with a Guinea, and all's your own, 
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SONG CXXVI. 
W * 
Strait her Eyes my Fate declare; 
When ſhe fmiles, I fear Diſſembling z 
When ſhe frowns, I then defpair. 
Jealous of ſome Rival Lover, 
If a wandering Look ſhe give: 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live, 


Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure? £05 > 
I will diſcloſe my Inclination : | \ 
Awful Diſtance yields no Cure, 
Sure it is not in her Nature, | 
To be cruel to her Slave; 
She is too divine a Creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 
Happy's he whoſe Inclination 
Warms but with a gentle Heat: 
Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment if too great. 
When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet grows; 
But à conſtant faithful Lover 
Seldom meets with true Repoſe. 
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SONG - CXXVIL 


1 LL range around the ſhady Bow'rs, 
And gather all the ſweeteſt Flow'rs, 
I'll ſtrip the Garden and the Grove, 

To make a Garland-for my Love. 


* . 
- , 
* 


it 


When in the Sultry Heat of Day, 

My thirſty Nymph does panting lie, © 
TI} haſten to the Fountain's Brink, 

And drein the Stream that ſhe may drink, 


At Night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy Bed I'll make my Love, | 
And with green Boughs Il] form a Shade, 
That nothing may her Reſt invade, | 


And whilft difloly'd in Sleep ſhe lies, 


My ſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe Eyes; 


But gating ſtill with fond Delight, 
I'll watch my Charmer all che Night, 


And. then as ſoon as chearfu] Day 
Diſpels the gloomy Shades away, 


Forth to the Foreſt III repair, 


And find Proviſion for my Fair. TA 


Thus will I ſpend the Day and Night, 
Still mixing Pleaſure wich Delight; 
Regarding nothing I endure, 

So I can Eaſe for her procure, | 


of * 
* I 


nein Sones. * 
But if the Maid whom thus I love, | 
Shou'd e'er unkind or faithleſs prove, 

Pl! ſeek ſome Diſmal diſtanc Shore, 

And never think of Woman more. 


—  — 


SONG CXXVIII. 


He, F all Comforts I miſcarry 8 

When 1 play d the Sor and marry'd;.. 
'Tis « Trap there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in, would fain get out ont. 


1 


She. Fie! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 
That Napkin take, and bind your Head, 
Too much Drink your Brains has dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos d. 


* . 


He, *Oons ! tis all one, if I'm up or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone, 
She. Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was I made a Wife to lie alone? 


He. From your Arms my ſelf W 


I this Morn muſt ride a courſing, I "A 
A Sport that far excels a Madam, 
Or all the Wives have been lance Adam. 

She. I, when chas ve loſt my Due, — 


Muſt hug my Pillow wanting you z 
And whilſt you rope ir all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea, 


142 A Select ColltctiION 

He. Pox, what care 1?drink your Slops till you die, 

Yonder's Brandy will keep me a Month from home, 

She, If thus parted, I'm broken hearted; *- 

When I, when I ſend for you, my Dear, pray 
come. Bey” | 


He, E'er I'll be from Rambling hinder'd, 
Ill renounce my Spouſe and Kindred ; 
To be ſober I've no Leiſure, . © 
What's a Man without his Pleaſure 1 


She. To my Grief then I _ ſee 

Strong Wine and Nantz my Rivals „ 
Whilſt you carouſe it wich your Blades, 

Poor I fit Ricching with wy Maids, 


He. *Oons you may go to your Gollips you rabies 
And there, if you meet with a Friend, pray do, £ 
She, Go, ye Joker, go, Provoker, 

Never, never ſhall I meet a Man like you. 


nens er 
H O' cruel you ſeem to my Pain, ls 


And hate me becauſe I am true; 


Let, Phillss, you love a falſe Swain, ? 


Who has other Nymphs in his View: 
Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, | 
To me what 4 Heav'n it would be; 
To him but a Woman you ſeem, 

But ah! you're an Angel co me, 


Thoſe Lips which he touches in Haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow, 

Still clinging around that dear Waiſt, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 

That Arm, like a Lilly fo white, 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 

My Boſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they could prefs it all Day, 


Were I like a Monarch to reign, 
The Graces my Subjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee: 
But if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, 
O! let me not live in this Pain, | 
But give me my Death in a Frown: 


F ExeL18n Soe. 143 


SONG CXXX. 
Mongſt the Willows on the Graſs, 
Where Nymphs and Shepherds lie, 
Young Wally courted bonny Beſs, 
And Nell ſtood liſt'ning by: 
Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two Months before we marry. 
No, no, fie no, never, never tell me ſo, 
For a Maid Il live and die. - 
Says Nell, So ſhall not III 
Says Nell, &c. 74 


\ ** a 
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Long time berwixt Hope und Deſpair, ee 
And Kiſſes mixt between, „ 
He with a Song did charm her Karr. 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had beenz ' © 7 
Says Will, I want a Blefſing 0 
It Subſtanrialler chan'Kiffing, 
' No, no, fie no, never, nbver tell m fo, 
1 | For I will never change my Mind : * 
1 Says Nell, She'll prove more ks 
J Says Nell, &. 
| Smart Pain the Virgin finds, 
Altho* by Nature taught, 
When ſhe firſt to Man inclines: 
2uoth Nell, I' venture that. 
oh l who would loſe a Treaſure, 
For ſuch a puny Pleaſure! ' 


Not I, not I, no, ee tes addy 
And to my Vow be true, | 


roth Nell, The more Fool Jn 
| - Luoth Nell, G. * 
rosen crete 
1 And read on godly Books, 
If || Forget vain Love, and worldly Care, 
| 2uoth Nell, That likely looks. 
1 You Men are all perſidious, * 
j | But I will be religious, 
5 Try all, fly all, and while idee, n 
/ Your Sex I now deſpiſe, © 
1 | Says Nell, 0 ler f . 
iN 


* 


_ 2 of ExCL1SH so ves 145 
SONG CXXXI. © 


* P Suſen, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful Spring ? 
You are, I fear, in Love, my Dear; 
Alas poor Thing 1 1 


Suſan, Truly, Janis, 1 2 blame ye, | 
You, look ſo pale and wann 
I fear *rwill prove you ate Carats 
Alas poor Kean © 


James. Nay, my ens * now 1 view Jes 
Well I know your Smart, es, 
When you're alone, ont oF and gr groan 3 oy 
Alas poor Heart! 2 


Suſan, Jamie, hold, 1 tare be bold 
To ſay thy Heart is Role, , 
And know the She as well as thee; 

Alas poor Soul! 


James. Then, my Sue, tell Who ; 
I'll give thee Beads of Pearl, 
And eaſe thy Heart of all this Smart 3 
Ales eee een enn 


Suſan, Jamie, no, i you ſhow's know, 
I fear 'twou'd make you fad, 87 

And pine away both Night and Days. 2 1-$ 
Alas poor Lad! __ 1 3% SAW 
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James. Why then, my Sue, it is for you, 
That I burn in theſe Flames 3 
And when I die, Tknow you'll cry, 
Alas poor James 4 
Suſan, Say you fo, then, Femie know, 
If you ſhould prove untrue, 
Then muſt I likewiſe cry, 
Alas poor Sue 
Quoth he, then join thy Hand with mine, 
And we will wed to Day: 


I do agree, here tis, quoth ſhe, 


Come let's away, 


% 


SONG CXXXII. 
HEN the bright God of Day 
Drove to weſtward each Ray, 
And the Evening was charming and clear, 
The Swallows amain, 
Nimbly skim o'er the Plain, 
And our Shadows like Giants appear, 


In 2 Jefſamine Bow'r, 
When the Bean was in Flow'r, . 


And Zephyr breath'd Odours around ; N 
Lovely Silvia was ſat, 


Wich à Song and Spinnet, 
To charm all the Grove with the Sound. 


Rofie Bowers ſhe ſung, 
While the Harmony rung, 


And the Birds they all flutt' ring ſtrive; 


— 


v kneten Sou6s gy 


The induſtrious Bees o 
From the Flowers and Trees, ; 
Gently hum with the Sweets to their Hive. 


The gay God of Love, 

As he rang'd o'er the Grove, 
By Zephyr conducted along; 

As ſhe touch'd o'er the Strings, 

He beat time with his Wings, 344 
And Eccho repeated the Song. 

Oh! ye Rovers, beware 

How ye venture too near, | 
Love is doubly arm'd for to wound; 

Your Fate you can't ſhun, 


And you're ſurely undone, 
If you raſhly approach near the Sound. 


_ 


SONG CXXXIII. 


E RE all People and Sports, N 
of all Sizes and Sorts, | 
Coach'd Dam ſel and Square, 
And Mob in the Mire, _ 
Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, Ladies, Sows, Babies, 
And Loobzes in Scores; 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With Legions of furbelow'd Whores. 
Oz 


” 4 
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1 | Short Meaſure, ſtrange Pleaſure, 
BY Thus ſwilling and billing, 

7 Some yearly get fairly 

For Fairings, Pig, Pork, and a Clap. 


. 


wh || To the Tavern ſome go, 
Wi 10 And ſome to the Show, 
jj | | See Poppers for Moppets, 
i l Jack-Puddens for Cuddens, | 

li Rope-dancing, Mares prancing, 
1 --:-- Boats flying, Quachr lying, 
10 Pick- Pockets, Pick-Plackets, 
il 10 Beaſts, Butchers and Bean-: 

1 Fops prattling, Dice ratrting, 
{ 1 | Rooks ſhamming, Putrrs damming, 
nM Whores painted, Magks tainted 

| | | | In Tally-mens furbelow'd Clothes. 
1h 

11 The Mob's Joys wou'd ye know, 
wt || | To yon Muſick-Houſe go, 
WW Set Taylors and Sailors, 

Fl 0 Whores Moll) and Dolly, 

1 Hear Muſick makes you ſick, 

| h | Some skipping, ſome tripping, 

| ; fl Some ſmoaking, ſome joking, 
"1 | Like Spigget and Tap; 

| 
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E E, Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home 
Here take my Pills, they cure all Ills, 
Paſt, preſent, and to come; 
The Cramp, the Stitch, the Squirt, the Itch, 
The Gout, the Stone, the Pox, 
The Mulligrubs, the bonny Scrubs, 
And all Pandora's Box: 
Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected, 
And ſuch Cures effected, 
As none e'er can tell; 
Let the Palſy ſhake ye, 
Let the Cholick rake ye, 
Let the Crinkums break ye, 
Let the Murrain take ye, 
Take this, take this, and you are well. 
| Thouſands, &c. 


Come Witts ſo keen, devour'd with Spleen, 
And Beaus who've ſprain'd your Backs, 
Big-belly'd Maids, old founder'd Jades, 
And pepper'd Vizard Cracks; 
I ſoon remove the Pains of Love,, 
And cure the love-ſick Maid, 
The Young, the Old, the Hot, the Cold, 
The Living and the Dead, 


0 3 
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I clear the Laſs with Waioſcot Face, 
And from Pim-gennets free $4 
Plump Ladies red, Hilee Saraven's Head, 
With toping Ratafie.” 
This, with a Jirk, will do your Work, 
And ſcour ye o'er and oer; 
| Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 
Never believe me more. ne 


* 
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So N cxxxv. 


HILLIS, the faireſt of Love's Foes, 
Tho? fiercer than a Dragon, 

Phillis, that ſcorn*d the powder'd Beaus, 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 

What bas ſhe, &c. 
So long ſhe kept her Limbs ſo cloſe, . 

Till they had ne'er a Rag on, 


Compell'd thro' Want, the wretched Maid 
Did ſad Complaints begin, 

Which furly Strephon hearing, ſaid, 

It was both Shame and Sin, 
It was both Shame and vi, _ 
It was both, &c. 

To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 
Wou'd neither kiſs nor ſpin, 


63 $6 
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Wen as Cumin hence 4 
And left rhe Nat on fre, 1 

When Ay ſaid ay, and No ſaid no,. 8 : 
Without 2 Place or Fee; 

Then Satan thinking things went W 

Sent forth his Spirit, call'd Quadrille; . 

Quadrille, uadrille, Ruadrille, . 


Kings, Qucens, and Knaves, Wh up * Packs. 
And four fair Sutes he wore, 
His Troops they were with Red and Black... 
All blotch'd and ſpotted o'er; | 
And ev'ry Houſe, go where you he = 2184 
Is haunted by this Imp, Qu drille. , 
Sure Cards he bas for ev'ry thing, | 
Which well Court-Cards they name, 
And, Stateſman like, calls in che King | 
To help out a bad Game; 


= 


Bur if the Parties manage ill. 
The King is forc'd to loſe codille. og 
When two and two were met of old, T's 
Tho” they ne'er meant to marry, 121 5 e 
They were in cupid's Books enroll'd, 5 — 


And call'd a Party Quarree ; 
But yow, meet when and where ou *. ft 
A Party Quarree is Quadrille, _ 82 


The Commoner, the Knight and Peerr. 
Men of all Ranks and Fame, 15 


» 1 "Io 
| 4 
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Leave to their Wives the only Care 
To propagate their Name; 


And well that Duty they fulfil, 
Whilſt the good Husband's at Sued. 


When Patient lies in piteous Caſe, 
In comes the Apothecary, | 
And to the Doctor cries, alas 
Non debes Quadrillare; 
The Patient dies without a Pill, 
For why? the Doctor's at Quadrille. 


Should France and Spain again grow loud, 


The Mu ſcovite grow louder, 


| Britain, to curb her Neighbours proud, 


Would want both Ball and Powder ; 
Muſt want both ſword and Gun to kill, 
For why? the General's at NQuadrille. 


The King of late drew forth his Sword, 
(Thank God, twas not in Wrath) 

And made of many a Squire and Lord, 
An unwaſh'd Knight of Bath; 

What are their Feats of Arms and Skill? 

They're but nine Parties at Quadrille, 


A Party late at Cambray met, 
Which drew all Europe's Eyes; 
"Twas call'd, in Poſt-Boy and Gazette, 
The Quadruple Allies: 
But ſomebody took ſomething ill, 
So broke this Party at Quadrille. 


And now God fave this noble Realm, 
And God ſave eke Hanover, 


And God ſave thoſe who hold the Helm, 


When as the King paes ov r; 
But let the King go where be will, 
His Subjects muſt play at Nuedrille, 


— 
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SONG CXXXVIL. 
N ſpite of Love, at length I've found 


A Miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, - 
Her Humour free, and unconfin'd, 
Both Night and Day ſhe'll eaſe me; 
No jealous Thoughts diſturb my Mind, 
Tho' ſhe's enjoy'd by all Mankind 5 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
'Tis 42 Bottle of good Claret. 
If you, chro' all her naked Charms, + 
Her little Mouth diſcover, 
Then take her bluſhing to your Arms, 
And uſe her like a Lover; | 
Such Liquor ſhe'll diſtill from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe: 
Then kiſs and never fpare it, 
Tis 2 Bottle of good Claret. 


But beſt of all! ſhe bas no Tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 

Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious Smack 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

Tis a Bottle of good Claret. * 


— 
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If you her Excellence would taſtegeg 
Beſure you uſe her kind, Sir, > itt 
Clap your Hand about her Waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sit; 
As for her Bottom never doubt, | 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 


Then drink and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a Bottle of good Claret, 


—— — 


SONG CXXXVIII. 
OM E hither, good People, both aged and 
young, | na 

And give your Attention to my merry Song, 
I'll ing you a true one, and not hold you long, 
With 4 down, down, up and down, 
derry, derry, down, 


A Parſon there was, and whoſe Name I could tell, 

But if I do not, it may be full as well, 

"Whoſe Wife did all Torkſhire in Beauty excell, 
With a down, &c. 


Her Texture ſo perfe&, her Eyes black as Sloe, 

Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 

Which often denotes, tis the ſame thing below, 
With a down, &c. 


28 A ſprightly young Spark ſhe had ſmicten ſo deep, 

Nor Day had he Quiet, nor Night had he Sleep, 

I  - Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould 

| | creep, - With « down, & c. 
| 
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Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 

His Mind to 4 Brother, be ſure a good Friend, 

Who ſaid, fear not, Matt, thou ſhalt compaſs thy 
 'End, With a _ * 


In Woman's Apparel, dreſs out, and be gay, 

11] venture my Life on't, 'twill be a ſure Way, 

If you condeſcend but to what I ſhall ſay, 
With « down, 8c. 


And thus to old Tack-'em's this Couple rode on: 

Dear Doctor, ſays Frank, here's a thing to be done, 

Which Office perform'd, I ſhall gratefully own, 
With 4 down, &c. 


| This Lady that long has Love's Paſſion defy'd, 


And all my Addrefles ſo often deny'd, 
Will now make me happy, by being my Bride, 
With a down, &c. 


"Tis paſt the Canonical Hour, ſaid he, 

And till the next Morning you know it can't be, 

And then I'l] attend you, Sir, moſt readily, 
With a down, &c. 


gays Frank, I confeſs, Sir, you are perfectly 
right, 
But here lies the W we can't while 'tis 
light, 
Get to the next Town for a Lodging to Night, 
With « down, &c. 


In Mirth and good Cheer, then to Bed chey all 


Conſounded the lay, and not able to ſpeak, 


Which thus to her Husband ſhe form'd the next 


| h 1 a 
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Take. no Care of that, Sir, for thus ic ſhall be, 

The Lady, if ſhe think. ic fit to agree, 

Shall lie with my Deareſt, and you lie with me, 
With « down, &c, : 


You ſo much oblige me in what you now ſay, 

I hope in Return I ſhall find out a Way, 

„ Rindneſs wich Thanks to repay, 
With 4 down, &c. 


enn n 
To pat the Glafs round, and the Evening was ſpent 


went, 
With a down, &c. 


No ſooner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 

Warr, full of Defire, thus open'd rhe Caſe, 

Dear Madam, * I muſt---then did embrace, 
With a down, &c. 


To think how theſe om deceiv'd her and 
Dick, 
But at laſt ſhe was plear'd with che Frolick and 


Trick, 


With a down, &c. 


He pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, 
Contriving and ploting for his longer Stay, 


* eth 42 down, Kc. 


* 
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This Lady, my Deareſt, laſt Night full of Grief, 
Oft bug d me, and told me, I can't; for my Life, 


Conſent, tho' I've promis'd him, to be his Wife, 


With a down, &c. 


To Morrow, ſaid ſhe, and then freely went on, 
Tho' I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be gone, 
If ſo, nnn 

a Vith 4 down, &c. 


Now how to prevent this I'll think of a Way, 

If I can perſuade her ſome rime here to ſtay, 

And that's a good Office, I'm ſure you will ſay, 4 
With 4 down, Sec. 


Tis ſo, my dear creature, pray do what you can, 
To pleaſe her, and bring her to Humour again, 
And I'll do "my beſt to divert the poor Man, 

| With a down, 8c. 


The Plot fo well taken, made both their Hearts 
bound, 
All Night, and all Day too, whenever they ſound 
Convenience for Paſtime, her Pleaſure he crown'd, 
With 4 down, &c. 


And thus my Friend att his full Swing did ob- 


tain, i 
The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Week 415 
| reign, 
And the Man, ne'er the worſe, had his Mare back 

again, With a down, &c. 


7 


158 A d Corrtetion 
SONG CXXXIX. 
-C! @ME fy women are like the Seas, 
© Some the Waves, and ſome the Rocks, 
Some the Roſe that foon'decays, 91 
Some che Weather, ſome the Cocks; 
*Bur if youll give me lea ve to tell, oF 
There's nothing can'be compar'd ſo well 
A Wine, Wine, Women and Wine, 
They run in « Parallel. 


Women are Witches when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo is Wine, 
"They make the Stateſman loſe his Skill, 
The Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine: 
They put a Gigg in the graveſt Skull, 
And fend their Wirsto gather Wooll; 
"Tis Wine, Wine, Women and Wine, 
They run ina Parallel. 


What is't chat makes ybur Face fo pale? 
What is't'rhat makes your Looks divine? 

What makes yout Courage riſe and fall? 

Is it not Women? is it not Wine? 
Whence proceed th' inflaming Doſes, 
That ſet Fire to your Noſes? 
"From Wine, Wine, Women and Wine, 
*They run in a Parallel, 
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so N CXL; -. 
NE Evening as I lay, | 
” A-muling in 2 Grove; 
A Nymph exceeding gags 
Came there to ſeek Love; 
But finding not her Swain, 
She ſat her down to grieve, 
And thus ſhe did complain, 
How Men her Sex deceive. 


Believing Maids, take Care. 
Of falſe deluding Men, 
Whoſe Pride is to enſnare 
Each Female that they can: 
My perjur'd Swain he ſwore 
A Thouſand Oaths to prove 
(As many have done before} 
How true he'd be to Love. 


Then, Virgins, for my ſake, 
Ne'er truſt falſe Man again, r 
The Pleaſure we partake | 23 
Ne'er anſwers half the Pain; W 
Uncertain as the Seas II 
Is their inconſtanc Mind, : 
At once they burn or freeze, _ 
Still changing like the Wind... 
Þ a. 


160 A Sele Correction 
When ſhe had told her Taje, 1 62 
Compaſſion feiz'd my Heart,. 
And Cupid did prevail . N 
With me, to take her Part 7 A 

Then bowing to the Fai 
I made my kind Addreſs, , 
And vow'd to bear a Share 
In her Unhappineſs, | 


„ Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, . 
1 i f And ſtrove from me to fly; | 
WH | I told her I'd diſcloſe 
| For Grief a Remedy. 
| Then, with a ſmiling Look, 


Said ſhe, t' aſſwage the Storm, 
i I doubt you've undertook / 
. | | A Task you can't perform. 


. f | ; Since Proof convinces beſt, 
„ Fair Maid, believe it true, 
C i.” That Rage is but a Jeſt 
| To what Revenge can do: 
Then ſerve him in his Kind, 
And fit the Fool again; 
Such Charms were ne'er deſign'd 
For ſuch a faithleſs Swain. 


I courted her with Care, 
Till her ſoft Soul gave way, | 

And from her Breaſt ſo far. 

Stole the ſweet Heart away? 


e 


oe Bronte goes rot 


Then ſhe with Smiles conſeff't 
Her Mind felt rio more Pain, 

While ſhe was thus careſt 

By ſuch a lovely Swain. 


— — — | ka 


SONG CXLE 


A Vie of bright Beauries 


In Spring did appear, 

To chuſe a May-Lady 

To govern the Years | 
All the Nymphs were i white, 

And the Shepherds in green, | | 
The Garland was given, 

And Phillis was Queen, 
But Phillss refus'd it, 

And ſighing did ſay, © — — 
ll not wear a Garland 1 

While Pax is away. 


While Fan and fair Syrins 
Are fled from the Shore, 
The Graces are baniſh'd, 
And Love is no more: 
The ſoſt God of Pleaſure 
That warm'd our Deſires, 
Has broken his Bow, 
And extinguiſh'd his Fires R 


P 3 . 
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And vows that himſelf 62 A7 cl 5 
2 * 9 add n 
Till Paz and fair Syrinx et r dl fav 
In Triumph return. LNG VE % £30 1⁴ 


Forbear your Addreſſ es. 
And court us no more, 8 
For we will perform - 
What the Deity ſwore: * 
But if you dare think = 
Of deſerving our Charms,” 
Away with your Sheep-hooks, 
And take to your Arms: 
Then Laurels and Myrtles 
Your Brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pas and fair Syrinx 
In Triumph return. 


— — 
SONG CLI. 


E Beaus of Pleaſure, 
Whoſe Wit at Leiſure, 
Can court Love's Treaſure, ._- 
Its Joy and Smart; 
At my Deſire 
With me retire, 
1 To know what Fire 
[i] - Conſumes my Heart. 
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Three Moons that haſted 7 ( 1n*7s CAT 
Are hardly waſted, 41 17 v9 prigni} us 
Since I was blaſted dot 122 S437 

With Beauty's Ray, % 2373 Put + 
Arad Mi i i ES 
No Face ſo roſie, | 


No July Poſie 
So freſh and gay. 


Her Skin by Nature, 
No Ermin better, 
Tho' that fine Creature 
Is white as Snow 3 © 
With blooming Graces 
Adorn'd her Face is, 
Her flowing Traces 
As black as Sloe: 


She's tall and lender, 
She's ſoft and tender, _ 
Some God commend her:; 
My Wit's too low: 
*Twere joyful Plunder WO 4 
To bring her under, | 1 
She's all a Wonder | „ 
From Top to Tos. 3 nn 
Phen ceaſe, ye Sages, 
To quote dull Pages, 
That in all Ages 
Our Minds are free: "9 4 


4 + 44 " 
» » 4 


* 
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Tho? great your Skill iy ' 
80 ſtrong the Will is, | 

| My Love for Phillzs * 
Muſt ever be. | 45 


SONG CXLIII. 
1 Lordlings proud 1 tune my Song, 
Who feaſt in Bow'r-or Hall; 

Tho' Dukes they be, yer Duker ae 
That Pride will have a Fall. 


| Now that this ſame it is right ſooth, 
Full plain it doth appear, ö 


From what beſel Joba Duke of 
And Nic of Lancaftere. | 
When Richard caur de Lyon reign'd, 
(Which means a Lyon's Heart) 
Like him his Barons rag'd and roar'd, 
Each play'd a Lyon's Patt. 


A Word and Blow was then efioiigh, 

Buch Honour did them prick; 
If you but turn'd your Cheek, 4 Cuff, 
Aud if your A——e, a Kick, 


Look in their Face, they tweak'd your Noſe, 
At ev'ry Turn fell to't; 

Come near, they trod upon your Toes; 
They fought from Head to Foot. 


* 
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of theſe, the Duke of Lencaſtere, . 
Stood paramount in Pride: 


Ae kick'd and cuff'd, and tweak'd and od 


His Foes and Friends beſide. 


Firm on his Front his Beaver ſar, 
So broad it hid his Chin 

For why, he thought no Man his Mate, 
And fear'd to tan his Skin. 


With Spaniſh Wooll he dy'd his Cheek, 


With Eſſence oil'd his Hair; 
No vixen Civet-cat more ſweet, 
Nor more cou'd ſcratch and tear. 


Right tall he made himſelf to ſhow, 
Tho' made full fhort by G--d; 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 
This Duke did only nod, 
Yet courteous, blithe, and debonair 
To Guiſe's Duke was hez 
Never was ſuch a loving Pair, 
Why did they diſagree ? 


Oh! thus it was, he lov'd him dear, 


And caſt how to requite him; 


And having no Friend left but this, 


He deem'd it meet to fight him. 
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* Forthwith he drench's tits defp'rare Quill 


And thus he did invite; 3 
This Eve at Whisk ourſelf will play, 
Sir Duke be here to Night. 


Ah no! ah no, the guileleſs Gaiſe 
Demurely did reply; 

I cannot go, nor yer can ſtand, 
So fore the Gout have I, | 


The Duke in Wrath call'd for his Steeds, 
And fiercely drove them on: 
Lord! Lord! how rattled then thy Stones, 


© Kingly Kenſington ! | 
All in a trice on Gaiſe be ruſd's, 


Thruſt ouc his Lady dear; 
He tweak'd his Noſe, trod on his Toes, 
And ſmote him on the Ear. 


But mark ! how *midſt of Victory, 


Fate ſhews an old Dog-trick ; 
Up leap'd Duke John, and knock'd him down, 


Alas, oh Nic] oh Nic, alas! 
Right did thy Goſſip call thee ; 

As who ſhall ſay, alas! the Day 

When Jobs of Gsiſe ſhall maul hee : 


of Ex81184 Soxcs. iy. 
For on thee did be clap his Chair, 
And on that Chair did fits 
And look. as if he meant therein 
To do what was not fit. 


Up didſt thou look, oh woful Duke, 
Thy Mouth yet dutft not ope, 
certes, for fear of finding there 
A T-—d inſtead of Trope. | 


« Lye there, thou Caitif vile, quoth Gazſe, 
«© No Sheer is here to ſave thee, 

« The Caſement it is ſhut likewiſe, 
0 n my Feet 1 have ben 


* If thou haſt aught to fay, now ſpent; | 
«© Then 'Laxcaſtere did cry, red. 

* Know'ſt thou not me, nor yet thy felf, 
Who thou, 10 JP 


© Know'ſt thou not me, who (God erm) 
« Have bawl'd and quarrell'd more 

„ Than all the Line of Lencaſtere 

de That battled heretofore'? 


« In Senates fam'd for many a Speech, 
« And What ſome Awe muſt give ye, 
* Tho” laid thus low beneath thy Breech, 


+ 
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« still of the Duchy Chancellor, {apes 
* Durante Life I haye it, 

« Aad turn (as now thou doſt on me) 
Mine A — e on them that gave it, 


But now the Servants they ruſh'd in, 
And Duke Me up leap'd hez 
e I will not cope againſt ſuch Odds, 
« But, Guiſe, I'll fight with thee. 


„ To Morrow with thee will 1 fight, 
Under the Green- wood Tree: 
& No, not to Morrow, but to Ni 


10 — Guzſe) Ill bab with thee, 


And now the Sun, declinily on | 

Beſtreak d with Blood the Skies, 

When with his Sword at ſaddle Bow 
_ forth hs valiant Gweſe, 


Pull * 3 -he on the Lawn, 
Oft rowl'd his Eye around, 

And from his Sterrup ſtretch'd to find 
Who was not to be found, 


* 
- 


Long brandiſh'd he the Blade in Air, 
Long look'd the Field all o'er, 

At length he ſpy'd the merry Men brown, 
And eke the Coach and Four, 
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From out the Boot bold Nzebolas - "x 
Did wave his Wand fo white, N 
As pointing out the gloomy Glade- 
Whereat he meant to fight, 


All in that dreadful Hour ſo calm 
Was Lancaſter to ſee, 

As if he meant to take the Air, — 
Or only take a Fee, „ 


And fo he did; for to New court 
His trowling Wheels they run, 
Not that he ſhunn'd the doubtful Strife, 


But Bus'neſs muſt be done. 


Back in the Dark, by Brompton Park, 
He turn'd up thro” the Gore, 

So flunk to Cambden-Houſe ſo high, 
All in his Coach and Four. 


Mean while Duke Guiſe did fret and fume, 
A Sight it was to fee, 

Benumm'd beneath the Ev'ning Dew, 
Under -the Green-wood Tree, 


Then wet and weary, home he far'd, 
Sore mutt'ring all the Way, 

The Day I meet Nic, he ſhall rue 
The Cudgel of that Day. 


Q 


| . —. 


150 4 Selk Correction 

Mean time on er Piſſing· pot Ns 
Paſte we this Recreant's Name, 

So that each Piffer-by may read, 
And piſs againſt the fame. - 


Now God preſerve our gracious King, 
And grant his Nobles al! 

May learn this Leſſon from Duke Nie, 
That Pride will have a Fall. 


OY 


— 


SONG CXLIV. 

He. Here Oxen do low, 

And Apple Trees grow; 

Where Corn is ſown, 

And graſs is mown; 

Where Pigeous do fly, 

And Rooks neſt le high, 

Fate give me for Life a Place. 

be. Where Hay is well cock'd, 

And Udders are ſtroak'd ; 
Where Duck and Drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quake; 
Where Turkies lay Eggs, 

And Swine ſuckle Pigs; 

Oh ! there I would-paſs my Days. 
He, On nought we will feed, 
But what we can breed. 

She, And wear on our Backs 
The Wooll of our Flocks, 


4 


K. Exe isn sene * 
And tho? Linnen feel. — . 
Rough ſpun from the Wheel, by 
Tis cleanly, tho? coarſe it comes. 
He, Town Follies, and Cullies, 
And Mollies and Dollzes, 
For ever adieu and for ever: 
She. Beaus, that in Boxes 
Lye ſmugg'ling their Doxies, 
With Wigs chat hang down to their Bums. 
He, Goodb'w'ye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal, 
St. Fames's Square, 
And Flaunters there, 
The Gaming-Houſe too, 
Where high Dice and low, 
Are manag'd by all Degrees. 
| She, Adieu to the Knight 
Was bubbl'd laſt Night, 
That keeps a Blowze, 
And beats his Spouſe, 
And then in great Haſte, 
To pay what tas loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his Trees. 
He, And well fare the Lad 
Improves ev'ry Clod, 
Who ne'er ſets his Hand, 
To Bill or to Bond: 


22 
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She, Nor barters his Flocks © © 
For Wine or the Pox> | 
To chouſe him of half his Days, 
He, But Fiſhing, and Fowling, 
And Hunting and Bowling, 
His Paſtime is ever and ever: 
She. Whoſe Lips when ye buſs em 
Smell like the Bean Bloſſom ; . 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my Praiſe, © 
He. To Taverns where goes 
Soure Apples and Sloes, 
A long Adieu ! 
And farewel to _ 
The Houſe of the Great, 
Whoſe Cook has no Meat, 
And Butler can't quench my ThirR, 
She. Farewel to the Change, 
Where Rantipoles range; 
Farewel cold Tea, 
And Ratafce, 
Hide- Park, where Pride 
In Coaches ride, 
Altho they be choak'd with Duſt, 
He, Farewel the Law-Gown, 
The Plague of the Town, 
And Foes of the Crown, 
That ſhguld be run down: 
_ She, With City Jack-daws, 
That make ſtaple Laws, 
To meaſure by Yards and Ells, 


He. Stock-jobbers and Swabbers, 

And Packers and Tackers; 

For ever adieu and. for ener: 

We know what you're doing; 

And home we are going; | 
And ſo you may ring, your Delle. 
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SONG CXLV. 


HEN Chloe we ply, 

We ſwear we ſhall die, 

Her Eyes do our Hearts ſo enthrall.; 
But *ris for her Pelf, 
And not for her ſelf : 

"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


The Maidens are coy, 
They'll piſh! and cheyH. fie! 
And ſwear if you're rude they will call: 
But whiſper ſa low, 
By which you may know, 
*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
Bur leſs than a Year 
Will make ic appear, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
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In Matters of State, 
And Party Debate, 
For Church and for Juſtice we my 
| Bur if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the End, 
"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


SONG rr 


WAY you Rover, 
For Shame give over, 

You play the Lover 

Sa like an Aſs ; 
You are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint performing 

We read in your Face. 


— — — — 


E who for erer | 

Wou'd hope for Favour, 

He muſt endeavour 

To charm zhe Fair: 

He dances, he dances, 
He da—-a—a--a--a--ances, 
He fighs, and glances, 
He makes Advances, P 
He fings, and dances, 

And mends his Air. 
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Indly, kindly, thus, my Treaſure, 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 


Let chy Paton nn 
Yer no Jealous Fears alarm. 


Why ſhou'd we our Bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at Odds? 

Meet my ſoft Embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the Gods. 


— — — — —— 


SONG CXLIX. 
Ranſported with Pleaſure, 
I gaze on my Treaſure, 
And raviſh my Sight; 
While ſhe gayly ſmiling, 
My Anguiſh beguiling, 


augments my Delight. ; 


How bleſt is the Lover, 
Whoſe Torments are over, 
His Fears and his Pains; 
When Beauty relenting, 
Repays with conſenting 
Her Scorn and Diſdain. 
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SONG CL. 


M* Friend and I we drank whole if pon 
Full of Sack up to che Brim: 
I drank to my Friend, and he drank. his Pot, 

So we put about the Whim, _ 
Three Bottles and a Quart dk, 
We ſwallow'd down our Throat, 
(But hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe} 
we laid us all along, 
with our Mouths unto the Bung, . 
And.zipp'd whole Hogſheads off with Eaſe, _ 


I heard of a Foprthat drank whole Tankards, 
Stil'd himſelf the Prince of Sots : 

But I ſay now, hang ſuch filly Drunkards, 
Melt their Flaggons, break their Pots. 

My Friend and I did join "I 
For a Cellar full of Wine, J ll 
And we drank the Vintner out of Doors un? 

We drank it all up, 

In a Morning, at a Sup, 

And greedily roam'd about for more. 


My Friend to me did make this Motion 
Let us to the Vintage skip, 
Then we imbark'd upon the Ocean, K tha 
Where we found a Spaniſh Ship, 
Deeply laden with Wine 

That was ſuperfine, 


The Sailors ſwore five Hundred Tun, 
we drank it all at Sea, | 
E'er we came unto the Key, 
And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone. 


My Friend not having cle his Third, 
Said, let's to the Vineyards haſte : 
Strait then we ſail'd to the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a Taſte; 
From thence unto the Rhzne, 
Where we drank up all the Wine, 


Till Bacchus cry'd, hold, ye Sots, Mees 1 | : | 


And ſwore he never found 
In his univerſal Round, 
Such thirſty Souls as my Friend and I, 


Out, fie! cries one, what a Beaſt he makes him; s | 


He can neither Rand nor go: 
Out, you Beaſt, you, you're miſtaken, 
Whene'er knew you 2 Beaſt drink ſo ? 
'Tis when we drink the leaſt, 
That we drink the moſt like Beaſt 3 
zut when we carouſe it Six in Hand, 
'Tis then, and only then, - 
That we drink the moſt like Men, 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand, 


®, 
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SONG 8 


NE April Morn, when from the Sen, 
Phabus was juſt appearing, 

Damon and Celia, young and gay, 

Long ſetcled Love endearing, 
Met in a Grove to vent their Spleen 

On Parents unrelenting 3 
He bred of Tory Race had been, 

She of the Tribe diſſenting. 


Celia, whoſe Eyes outſhone the God 
Newly the Hills adorning, 

Told him, Mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſſing Pray'rs that Morning; 

Damon, his Arm around her Waiſt, 
Swore that nought ſhould them ſunder, 

Shou'd my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, 
"Twould make him roar like Thunder. 


Great ones by Ambition blind, 
By Faction ſtill ſupport it: 
Or where vile Money taints the Mind, 
They for Convenience court it : 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew 


L 


Party ſhall raiſe his Glory, 
Swears he'll exalt his Vaſſal true, 
Let him be Whig or Tory. 
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SONG Ln. | 
AST Sunday at St. — 1 
The Prince and Princeſs by, | 
I dreſs'd in all my nn 

Sat in a Cloſer nigh. 


I bow'd my Knees, I held my Book, * 1 
Read all the Anſwers o'er ; | 

But was prevented by a Look, 
Which pierc'd me from the Door. 


High Thoughts of Heaven I came to uſe 
With the devouteſt Care gh 

Which gay young Strephon made me loſe, 
And all the Raptures there. 1 


He went to hand me to my Chair, 
And bow'd with courtly Grace; 

But whiſper'd Love into mine Ear, 
Too warm for that grave Place. 


Love, Love, ſaid he, by all ador'd, 
My tender Heart has won: 

But I grew peeviſh at the Word, 
Deſir'd he might be gone, 


He went quite out of Sight, While I 
A kinder Anſwer meant; | 
Nor did I for my Sins that Day, 
By hf ſo much repent. 


* 
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SONG CLIII. 


Cave off this fooliſh prating, 
falk no more of Whig and Tory, 
Bur drink your Glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 
The Bottle ſtands before ye; 

Fill it up to the To, * 
Let the Night with Mirth be crown'd, 

Drink. about, ſee it out, 

Love and Friendſhip Kill go round. 
Tf Claret be a Bleſling, | 
This Night devote to Pleaſure ;- 

Let worldly Cares, 

And State Affair, 

Be thought on at more Leiſure 2 

Fill it up to the Top, 

Let the Night with Joy be crown'd, 

Drink about, ſee it our, . 
Love and Friendſhip ſtill go round. 
Tf any is fo zealous 
To be a Party-minion, _ 

Let him drink like me, 

We'll ſoon agree, 

And be of one Opinion : 

Fill your Glaſs, name your Laſs, 
See her Health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee ic out, 

Let the Night with Joy be crown'd,. 
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SONG LIV. 

Nymph of the Plain, 

By a jolly young Swain, 
By a jolly young Swain, 
Was addreſs'd to be kind: 
But relentleſs I find 
To bis Pray*rs ſhe appear d, | 
Tho' himſelf he endear'd, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. 


How much he ador'd her, DR 
How oft he implor'd her, kh 3 
How oft he implor'd her, 
I cannot expreſs; 
Bur he lov'd to Exceſs, 
And ſwore he ſhould die, 
If ſhe would not comply, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet, 


While Bluſhes like Roſes, 
Which Nature compoſes, 
Which Nature compoſes, - - , 
Vermilion'd her Face, N 
Wich an Ardour and Grace, 
Which her Lover improv'd, 
When he found he had moved, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. 
R | * 
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When wak'd from the Joy 
Which their Souls did employ, 
Which their Souls did employ ; 
From her ruby warm Lips, 
Thouſand Odours he ſips, 
At the Sight of her Eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and fweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. 
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Bur how they ſhall part, 
Now becomes all cheir Smart, 
Now becomes all their Smart, 
"Till he vow'd to his Fair, 
That to caſe his own Care, 
He would meet her aggin, 
And *cill then be in pain, | 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. 
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SONG CLV. 


W HEN bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 
How chearful then was ſeen 
The Looks of every jolly Swain, 
That ſtrove Aurelia's Heart to gain, 
With Gambols ou the Green? 
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Their Sports were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a Manly Air; 
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They'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play, 
Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome diff rent Way 

This dear inchanting Fair. 


Th' ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, 

'Till Phaon's tuneful Voice. and Lyre 

Wich ſofteſt Muſick did inſpire wo þ 
Her Soul to gen'rous Love. | 


Their wonted Sport the reſt declin'd, 
Their Arts prov'd all in vain; 

Aurelia's conſtant now they find, 

The more they languiſh and repine, 
The more ſhe loves the Swain. 


SONG CLVI. 


H! Love, if a God thou wilt be, 
Do Juſtice in Favour of me; 

For yonder approaching I ſee 

A Man with a Beard, 

Who, as I have heard, 

Has often undone 

Poor Maids that haye none, 

With ſighing, and toying, 

And crying, and lying, 

And ſuch kind of Foolery. 


R 2 


He. 
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He. Fair Maid, by your Leave, 
My Heart does receive | 
Strange Pleaſure to meet you here; 
Pray tremble not ſo, 
Nor offer to go, 
I'll do you no Harm, I ſwear, 
I'll do you no Harm, I ſwear. 
She. My Mother is ſpinning at Home, 
My Father works hard at the Loom, 
And we area milking come; 
Their Dinner they want ; 
Then pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado on't, 
Nor give us Affront; 
We're none of the Town 
Will lie down for a Crown, \ - 
Then away, Sir, and give us 1 
He, By Phebus, by Jove, 
By Honour, by Love, 
Ill do thee, dear Sweet, no Harm; 
Thou'rt freſh as a Roſe, 
I want one of thoſe; 
Ah ! how ſuch a Wife would charm, 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm ! | 
She, And can you then like the old Rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull, 
And marry, and look like a Fool? 
For I muſt be plain, 
All Tricks are in yain ; 


—_— 
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There's nothing can gain 

What you would obtain, 

Like moving and proving 

By wedding, true loving, 
My Leſſon I learnt at School. 

He, I'll do't by this Hand, 

I've Houſes and Land, 

Eſtate too in good Free-hold ; 
My Dear, let us join, 
It all ſhall be thine, 
Beſides a good Purſe of Gold, 
Beſides 2 good Purſe of Gold. 

She, You make me now bluſh, I vo; 
Ah me! ſhall I baulk my Cow ? 
But ſince the late Oath you have ſwore, 

Your Soul ſhall not be 

In Danger ſor me; 

I'll rather agree 

Of two to make three: 

We'll wed, and we'll bed, 

There's no more to be ſaid, 
And I'M ne'er goa milking more, 


SONG CLVII. 


H; that will not merry merry be 
With a gen'rous Bowl and a Toaſt, 


May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a Poft ; 
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Let him be merry merry there, | 
And we'll be merry merry here; 


For who can know where we ſhall go, 
IT.̃. be ' merry another Tear. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his Glaſs in Courſe, 

May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall Beer, 
Ne'er a Penny in his Purſe : 

Let him be, &c. 

He that will not merry merry be 
With a Company of jolly Boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding Wife, 
To confound him with her Noiſe : 

Let him be, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be 
With his Miſtreſs: in his Bed, 
Let him be bury'd in the Church-Yard, 
And me put in his Stead : 
Let him be, &c. P 


” 


SONG CLVIII. 


0, go, go, go fal ſeſt of thy Sex be gone, 
Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to my 
ſelf alone 
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uur would you tir by fond , 
Thus to deſtroy my Innocence? FEY 
Go, go, ne dc. 


Young Celia you too lato detray's, 

Then thus you did the Nymph wpbraid, 

“ Love, like 2 Dream, uſher'd by Night, 
&« Flies th* Approach of Morning Light. 

Go, go, honey leave, 8c. 


r 


She who believes Man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his Oaths and Pray*rs, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt; 
Nay more, be ſubje@ to his Luft, - 
Go, go, c. [Lee, keave, ee. 
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SONG CLIX. 


She, RAY now, Fobn, let Jug prevail; 
Doff thy Sword, and take a Flail; 

Wounds and Blows, and ſcorching Heat, 

Will abroad be all you'll get. 

He, Oons! you are mad, ye ſimple Jade, 

Be gone, and don't prate. 

She, How think ye I ſhall do with Hob and Sue, 

And all our Brats, when wanting you ? 

He, When 1 am rich with Plunder, 

Thou my Gain thall ſhare. 

She, My Share will be but ſmall, I fear, 
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When bold Dragoons have been pickeering there, 
And 2 aer 
He. Mind your Spinning, 
Mend your Linnen, | 9 : 
Look to your Cheeſe you, 
Your Pigs and your Geeſe too. 
She.” No, no, I'll out with you. 
He, Blood and Fire, if you tire 
Thus my Patience, 
With Vexations and Narrations, 
Thumping, thumping, thumping 
Is the fatal Word, Joan. * 
She, Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. 
He. Morblieu! that Huff ſhall never do. 
She. Come, come, John, let's buſs and be Friends, - 
Thus ſtill, thus Love's Quarrel ends; 
I my Tongue ſometimes let run, 
| But alas! I ſoon have done. // 
! He. Tis well you're quaſh'd, 
i You'd elſe been thraſh'd, 
Sure as my Name is Fohn. 
Sbe. Let fain I'd know for what 
Yau're all ſo hot, | 
j To go fight where nothing's got. 
8 He. Fortune will prove kind, and we mall then 
grow great. 
She. Grow great ! and want both Drink and leer, 
And Coin, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat: 
Ah Fobn take Care John] and learn more Wit. 
He, Dare you prate till, 
At this Rate ſtill, 


0 Enes gone d 
And Hke a Verinin, © 1 1 at 4 a +. 
Grudge me Prefertnent, wy 

She, You'll beg, or get a Wooden-Leg. 
He. Nay, if dawling, 
catterwaw ling. 
Tictle-tattle, 
Prittle-prattle, 
Still muſt rattle; 

1']] be gone, and ftraight abroad. 

She, Do, do, and ſo ſhall Hob and Sue, 

Fug too, and all the ragged 2 


. : — 

SONG: CEX... > 

He, Olnce Times are ſo bad, 1 muſt coll chow 
Sweetheart, 


I'm thinking to leave off my Plough and my Cart, 
And to the fair City a Journey I'll go, 
To better my Fortune, as other Folks do: 

Since ſome have from Ditches, 

And coarſe Leather Breeches, 

Been rais'd to be Rulers, , 

And wallow'd in Riches, 
prithee come, come, come, come from thy Wheel z 

For if the Gypſies don't lye, 

1 ſhall be a Governout too ver I die. 
She. Ah Colin ! by all thy late Doings I find, 
Wich Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of thy Mind. 
Our Sheep now at random diſorderly run, | 
And now Sunday's Jacket goes every Day on; 


— 
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An! what do'ſt thou, What do'ſt e e 
. do'ſt thou mea? 
| Andfootir to Court to the King and the Queen, 
Where ſhewing my Parts, I Preferment ſhall win, 
Sbe. Fie! tis better for us to plough and to ſpin; 
For, as to the Court, hen thou happen'ſt to try, 
Thou lt find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt 
buy : 
For Money, the Devil and all's to be found, 80 
But no good Parts minded without the good 
Pound. | 
He, Why then I'll take Arms, and follow Alarms, 
Hunt Honour that now-a-days plaguily charms, 
Sbe. And ſo loſe a Limb by a Shot or a Blow, 
And curſe thy felf after for leaving the Plough, « 
He, Suppoſe I turn Gameſter ? 
She, And cheat and be bang'd. 
He. What think'ſt of the Road then? 
She, The high Way to be hang'd. 
He. Nice Pimping howe'er yields Profit for Life; 
I'll help ſome fine Lord to another's fine Wife. 
Sbe. That's dangerous too 
Amongſt the Town-Crew 3 
For ſome of them will do 
The fame Thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in y 
Faith, Collin, tis better 1 fit here and al 
He. will nothing prefer mo, what think'ft of the 
Ta-? 
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Se, Oh! while you livs, Colin, * 
that Paw. | 
He. I'll cant and I'll pray. : 
Che. And there's noughe got that Way 3. | 
There's no one minds now what thoſe black Cat- 
cle ſay : 
Let all our whole Care be our farming Affair; 
He. To a POT IET T. 
bear. 
Both. Ambirion's a Trade no Contentment can 
ſhow, 
She. So I'll to my Diſtaff, 
He. And III to my Plough. 
Both again. Let all our whole Care, we, 


SONG CLXI. 


OW happy are we, 
Who from thinking are free, 
That curbing Diſeaſe of the Mind ? 
Can indulge ev'ry Taſte, | 
Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd, 


When we're young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 
And have Crouds of new Lovers ſtill wooing 
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When we're old gnd decay'd, 
We procure for the Trade, 


Still in every Age we are doing. 


If à Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, 

Ev'ry Day for che next never think ; 
When we die, where we go, 
We have no Senſe to know, 


For a Bawd always dies in her Drink. 


SONG CLXI. 
Hile the Lover is thinking; 
With my Friend I'll be drinking, 


And with vigour purſue my Delight; 


While the Fool is deſigning 
His fatal Confining, 
With Bacchus T1l ſpend the whole Night, 


, 


With the God I'll be jolly, 
Without Madneſs and Folly, 
Fickle Women to marry implore; 
Leave my Bottle and Friend 
For ſo fooliſh an End! 
When I do, may I never drink more. 


PP 
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SONG CLXIII. 
A a Whig and a Moderate Man, 
O'er a Tub of ſtrong Ale, — 
Met in Aylesbury Vale, 5 
Where there liv'd a plump Laſs they call'd 
buxom Nann. 
The Tory a Londoner proud and high, 
The Whig was a Tradeſman plaguy fly; 
The Trimmey a Farmer, but merry and dry, 
And thus they their Suit began. 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to put in our Claim, 
Reſoly'd upon Wedlock's pleafing Game z 
Here's Jacob the big, 
And Wilkam the Whig, 
And Roger the Grigg, 
Jolly Lads as e'er were buckled in Girdles faſt 3 
Say which you will chuſe 
To tye with a Nooſe, ge, 
For a Wife we muſt carry whate*er comes on't, 
Then think upon't, 
You'll never be ſorry when y' have done't, 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo blunt, 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt, 


The Laſs who was not of the Motion ſhye, 
The ripe Years of her Life g 
Being Twenty and Five, 
To the Words of her Lovers trait made Reply, 


8 


Wich his Mirth and Mildneſs happily plesſe me 
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I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 

And I know. too you like my Coppy-hold; 

And ſince Fortune favours the brisk and the bold, 
One of you I mean. to try. 

But I'm not you, nor Sachev're ls Cauſe, 

Nor you with your Hoad/y's Hyms and Haw's;. 
No Facob the Big, | 
Nor William the Whig, 

But Roger the Grigg, 


'Tis him I will chuſe , (can, 
For the Conjugal Nooſe ; | 


So that you the Church Bully may rave and aum, 


And you may cant, 


Till both are impeach'd in Parliament 4 


Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does want, 
So I'm for the Moderate Man. 


The Tory I hate for his bluſt'ring Noiſe, 
| And the canting young Whig, 
Be he never fo big, 

I'll nevor be catch'd in his lye Decoys; 
Far I mean to marry one to my Mind, 
Not one that is turning with every Wind; 

The Man that is merry, with me he ſhall find 

A Million of golden Joys : 
But I'm not for you of the hectoring Breed, 
Nor you that can grumble where there is no need; 
No Jacob the Big, 
Nor Milliam the big, 
But Rogey the Grigg, 


— <2 
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With his jolly Humours happy I hope to be —_— 
To him I'll be ty'd, it 5 
As 2 beautiful Bride ; | 

Therefore you the Church Bully may curſe your 
Whigs cant and prate, (Fare, 

Whilſt Br2t4zn enjoys a happy State, | 

Which Bleſſing, alas! we have wanted of late, 

A Moderate Man tor me. 


„ 8 ht. 


SONG CLXIV. 


EGGY, in Devotion 
Bred from tender Years, 
From my loving Motion 
Still was call'd to Pray'rs. 


I made muckle Buſtle, 
Love's dear Fort to win; 
But the Kirk Apoſt le 
Told her *:was a Sin. 


Faſting and Repentance, 
And ſuch whining Cant, 
With che Doomſday Sentence, 
Frighted my young Saint, 


He taught her the Duty 
Heav'nly Joys to know; 

I, who lik'd her Beauty, 
Taught her thoſe below. 


— 
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Nature took my part ſtill, 
Senſe did Reaſon blind 

That, for all his Art till, 
She to me inclin'd. 


Strange Delights hereafter 
Did ſo dull appear, 

She, as I had taught her, 
Vow'd to ſhare 'em here, 
Faith *tis worth your Lavghter, 
*Mongſt the canting Race, - 
Neither Son nor Daughter 

Ever yet had Grace. 


N Peggy, on the Sunday, 

h With her Daddy vext, |, 

wj Came to me on Monday, 
And forgot his Text, 


SONG CLXV. 
„. I will not implore, 
For he in Fables deals; 
And eke that Man I do abhor, 
Who wrote the Per ian Tales. 
Whoe'er of February laſt, 
Of Hlying- Poſt the News ſaw, 


Did read with Terror much aghaſt 
1 Monſter of Raguſa, 


of Enorrswn Sowg's; rf 
How Proteus left his wer vy Oje | 
The Pagan Poet tell; 


He had more Shapes 5 
And in the Deep did dwell. 


Their Proreus and his Flock ſo fair, 
Their Neptune and their Triton, 

I with this Giant you compare, $ 
Are Monſters you may ſu . | : 


His Stature it is wond'rous high, Vs 
High as the Tow'r of Babel ; 

So that his Head propt up the 8kie, 
Is moſt high-ly probable. * 


On a Whale's Back he ſat full faſt; 

A Dolphin was his Dog 

Wich Cable-rope, ty'd to a Maſt, 
His Whale he oft did flog. 


Beneath his Arms did Muſiles cling, 
And Congers ſuck each Pap : | 
Behind his Buttocks hung two Ling, 


That always went flip-flap, 


Oiſters about him ſtuck like Warts, 
Eels twiſted round his Tail, 

Crabs clamber'd up his privy Parts, f 
Which he crack'd on his Nail. 
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His very ſneezing ſhook the Shore; 
He cough'd the Ground aſunder; 


His Voice was like the Cannons Roar 


And he broke Wind like Thunder, 


None did him ſee, that ſtood him near, 
Or knew the Words he ſaidz- Þ 
For few cou'd ſee, and few cou'd hear, 
Since all the Folks were dead, 


© Monſter! Monſter! who could know- 
The Words that from thee came ? 
Rome, and Feruſalem alſo, 
Both heard and told the ſame. 


Much he of Antzcbriſt held forth, 
And much of the Pretender; 
Much of a Monarch in the North, - 
That once did lodge at Bender. 


He talked of the King of France, 


Of Engliſh Whig and Tory; 
And how their Jars do much advance 
Great Britain's Pow's and Glory! 


The Pope's the Whore of Babylon, 
The Turk he is a Few; , 
The Chriſtian is an Infidel, 
That ſitteth in a Pew, 
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wie And yet the Pope ſhall Chriſtian turn, 
In Hopes of his Salvation. © 
4— 1 likewiſe, and Toland, _ 
Ar Stake for Revelation. * 


Gaĩnſt Paint and Play-houſes he fpoke, 
| Hoop-petticoats and Tea, | . 
to And Vintners vile, that poiſon- Nn 
And Snuff, and Sodomy. 


This ſaid, he back to en did ß 
(But firſt eat fifty Muttons) * £1 
Aud of his Tail cocks, up the Tip, 4 
Long as the Worm at 3.785, ; 

0 3— U do not advertiſe, 


Nor thy huge Worm ſo brag on; 
This Giant voided, of vaſt Size, 


A mighty flying Dragon. 


And tho' his Belly made great roar, 
And rais*d the Tempeſt louder 3 

"Tis ſaid he never knew John Moor, 
Nor ſwallow'd his Worm-powder, 
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8 0 N G. CLXVI.. 


H, how ſweer it — love, 
Ah, how gay is young Deſire! 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove, 
When firſt we feel a Lover's Fire ! 
Pains of Love are ſweeter far 
Than all other Pleaſures are. 


Sighs which are from Lovers blown, 
Do but gently heave the Heart: 
Ey'n the Tears they {hed alone, 
Cure, like trickling Balm their Smart. 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 
Bleed away ap eaſy Death, 


Love and Time with Rev'rence uſe, 
Freat em like a parting Friend; 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe | 
Which in Youth fancere they ſend 2 
For each Year their Price is more, 
And they leſs ſimple than before, 


Love, like Spring-rides, full and = 
wells in ev'ry youthful Vein; 
But each Tide does leſs ſupply, 1 
Till hey quite ſhrink in again; 
It a Flow in Age appear, 
"Tis but Rain, and runs not clear, 


a S — 
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SONG CLXVII. 15 
Wan al was wrape in duck Midaigh, 
And all were faſt aſleep, t 


In glided Marg'ret's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 


Her Face was like the «April Morn, 

Clad ina wint'ry Cloud, - 

And Clay-cold was her Lily Hand, 
That held the ſable Shroyd. 


$0 ſhall the Faireſt Face appear, 
When Youth and Years are flown; 
Such is the Rohe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death has 2 their Crown. 


Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flow's 
That fips the Silver Dew ; 

The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, 
And op'ning to the View. 


But Love had, like the Canker- worm, 
Conſum'd her early Prime: 

The Roſe grew pale, and left her Cheek; 
She dy'd before her Time. 


Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy true Love calls, | 
from her Midnight Grave; 
Now let thy Pity hear the Maid 

Thy Love refug'd to fave, 
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This is the mirk and fearful Hour, 
When injur'd Ghofts complain; 


Now dreary Graves give up their Dead, “ 
To haunc the faithlefs Swain. | 


Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 

Thy Pledge, and broken Oath, 

And give me back my Maiden Vow, 
And give me back my Troth. 


How could you ſay my Face was fair, 
And yet that Face forſake ? 

How could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Yer leave that Heart to break ? 


How could you promiſe Love co me, 
And not that Promiſe keep? _. 
Why did you ſwear mine Eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe Eyes to weep ? 


How could you ſay my Lips were ſweet, 
And made the Scarlec pale ? 

And why did I, young witleſs Maid! 
Believe the flatt'ring Tale? 


That Facg, alas! no more is fair; 

| Theſe Lips no longer fed; 

Dark ars mine Eyes, now clos'd in be, 
And ey'ry Charm is fled. 
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The hungry Worm my Siſter is; : 
This Winding-fheer I Wear; 

And cold and weary laſts our Night, 
Till that laſt Morn appear, 


But hark! the Clock has warm me beer: 
A long and laſt Adieu! 


Come ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe Hes, 
That dy'd for Love of you. 


Now Birds did ſing, and Morning ſmiles 
And ſhew her gliſt'ring Head z 

Pale William ſhook in ev'ry Limb, 
Then, raving, left his Bed, 


He by'd him to the fatal Place 
Where Marg're#'s Body lay, | 
And ſtretch'd him an the green Graſs Turf, 
That wrapt her breathleſs Clay. h 


And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's Name, 
And thrice he wept full fore; - 
Then laid his Cheek to the cold Earth, 
And Word ſpake never more, 
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8 he lay in the Plain, 
His Arm under his Head, 
And his Flock feeding by, 
The fond Celadon ſaid, 
If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, 
Why does it torment? 
If a bitter (ſaid he) 
Whence are Lovers content? 
Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Why ſhould. I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate, 
When I know tis in vain? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, 
So ſoft is the-Dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, 
And tickles my Heart. . 
To myſelf I figtr often, 
Without knowing why, 
And when abſent from Phillis, 
Methinks 1 could die: 
But oh! what 2 Pleaſure 
Still follows my Pain, 
When kind Fortune does help me 
To ſee her again. 
In her Eyes (the bright Stars 
That forerel what's to.come) 
By ſoft Stealth, now and then 
I examine my Doom. 
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I graſp her Hand gently, 
Look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionare Silenco * 
I make my Love known. 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, 
When ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake 
To diſcover her Love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, 
She reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other 
What neither dare name. 


How pleaſant is Beauty! | 
How ſweet are the Charms! 
How delightful Embrace? 
How peaceful her Arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy 
As learning to love, 
It's taught us on Earth, 
And by all things above; 
And to Beauty's bright Standard 
All Heroes mult yield, 
For tis Beauty that conquers, 
And wins the fair Field. 
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SONG CIXIK. 
Pox on ſuch Fools, lat che Scaundrels rail, 
Let 'em boaſt, of their Liberty ?: 
They” pat ern RY hs 
And all Men Priſoners be. | 


I The Druvkard's confin'd to bisClarer; 
55 The Miſer to his Store: 

+ The Wit to his Muſe and a Garret, 

ft And the Cully-Cic to his Whore, 

4 The Parſon's confin'd to his Pigs, 
us The Lawyer to Hatred and Striſe: 

1 The Fidler to's Borees and Jiggs,. 

| 1 And the Quick to his Gliſter Pipe: 


The Church-mat's cotifin'd to be civil, 
IF | The Quaker's a Priſonef to Light: 
44 The Papiſt is bound to the Devil, 
1 And the Puritan's fettet'd with Spice, 


since old Adam's Race ure all Priv'nors like ws, 


Let us merrily quaff and ling : 
 L——8, why ſbou'd we pine for Liberty thus, 
When we're each of us free as 4 King, 


V. 
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SONG CLX. 
ILL the Glaſs, fill, fill, fill the Glatt, 
Let Hautboys ſound, whilſt bright Celindla's,. 
Bright Celinda's Health goes round, 
Fill the Glaſs, fall, 61}, fill the Glaſs, 


Let Hautboys ſound, whilſt bright cetiad as, 
Bright Celinda's Health goes round. ; 


with eternal Beauty bleſt, ever blooming,. 

Ever blooming, ſtill be dleſt : / 
Drink your Glaſs, drink your Glaſs, 

Drink your Glaſs and think, 

Think, think the reſt : 

Drink your Glaſs and think, 

Think, think the reſt, - - . 


> — ttt uh A tt. 


SONG CLXXI. 


ANG the Presbyter Gill, 
Bring a Pint of Sack, Wi, 
More Orthodox of the two; 
Tho' a flender Diſpute 
Will ftrike rhe Elf mute, 
He's one of the honefter Crew, 


In a Pint there's ſmall Heart; 
Sirrah, bring us a Quart; 
N T 2 | 
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g | 

| There's Subſtance and V met, 
'S »Twill hold us in Play £ 
0 Some Part of the Day, 
it But we'll fink him before Sun-ſer, 

| The daring old Pottle 


*Does now bid us battle, 
Let's try what his Strength can do; 
Keep your Ranks and your Files, 
And for all his Wiles * 7 
We'll tumble him down Stairs too. Ag * 


The ſtour-breaſted Lombard 

His Brains ne'er incumber'd 
With drinking of Gallons three : 

Trycongius was named, 


= 
n= ASC. Cx ono 8 4 -— 2a » > 
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_ 


And by Ceſar famed, 
Who dubbed him Knight Cap-a-pee, 
a If then Honour be in't, — 


4 Why a Pox ſhould we ſt int 
1 Our ſelves of the Fulneſs it bears? 13 
H'as leſs Wit than an Ape, 


In the Blood of the Grape | 
Will not plunge himſelf o'er Head and Ears, 


Then ſummon the Gallon, 
A ſtout Foe, and a tall one, L 
And likely to hold us to't; 
Keep but Coin in your Purſe, 
The Word is disburſe, 
1'll warrant he'll eep at your Foot. 
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See the bold Foe appears, 
May he fall chit him fears, | 
We'll give him the Rout, 
De he never ſo ſtout, | 
And prepare for bis Rallying again. 


Let's drein the whole Cellar, 
Pipes, Butts, and the Dweller, 
If the Wine flows not the faſter; 
Will, when thou do'ſt lack us, 
By Warrant from Bacchus, 
we'll cane thy Tun-belly'd Maſter. 


* alike. 


— 


SONG CLXXII. 


OV E, the Sweers of Love, 
Are the Joys I moſt admire, 
Kind and active Fire 
Of a ſierce Deſire, 
Indulge my Soul, compleat my Bliſs : 
Bur thꝰ affected Coldneſs 
Of Celia damps my Boldneſs ; | 
I muſt bow. 
Proteſt and vow, 
And ſwear aloud, 
: F wou'd be proud, 
Wen ſhe with equ#} Ardor longs to ki. 


1 7 


% 
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Bring a Bowl, then bring a jolly Bowl,” 4 
PII quench fond Love withid itt, 
With flowing Cups 1'll raiſe my Sou 
And here's to the happy Minure's 2 
For fluſh'd with brisk Wine, | 44-2 
When ſhe's panting and warm; ; 
And Nature, unguarded, lets loſe her Mind, 
In the amorous Moment the Gypſie Pl! find, 
Oblige her, and take her by Storm. 


4 * 
a 7 
. - 4 9 ” 


SONG CLXXIII. 
OW Tm refolv'd to love no more, 
But ſleep by Night and drink by Day; 
Your Coyneſs, Chloris, pray give o'er, 
And turn your tempting Eyes away: 
I'll place no Happineſs of mine 
On fading Beauty, ſtill to court, 
And ſay ſhe's glorious and divine, 
When there's in Drinking better Sport. 


Love has no more Prerogative, \ 
To make me deſperate Courſes take; 
Nor me of Bacchus' Joys deprive, 
For them, I Venus will ſorſake: 
Deſpiſe the feeble Nets lhe lays, / 
And ſcorn the Man ſhe can o'ercome 3 _ 
In Drinking we -ſee happy Days, 
But in a fruitleſs Paſſion none. 
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"Tis Wine alone that chears the Soul, 
But Love and Women n 1 
I'm merry while I court the Bowl,” ＋ 
Whilſt he that courts+ his — 4 
Then fill it up, Boys, to the Brim, © “f 
Since in it we Refreſhment fint&; -— 


Come here's 2 Bumper unto him 
That courts good Wine, nor Womnkind, 


SONG CLXXIV. 
Uppoſe a Man does all he can 
T' unſlave himſelf from a ſcolding Wikes- bd, 
He cannot get out, but hops abour, * 
Like 2 marry'd Bird in the Cage of Le: 
She, on Miſchief bent, is ne'er content, 
Which makes the poor Man cry out, 
Rigid Fate, Marriage State, 
No Reprieve but the Grave, 
Oh! *cis bard Condition, 


Come, I'll tell you how this Wiſe to bow, 
And quickly bring her to her laſtz 
Your Senſes pleaſe, indulge your Eaſe, 
But reſiſt no Joy, and each Humour taſte, 
Then let her ſquaul, and tear and baw], 
And with Whining cry her Eyes out; 
Take a Flask, double Flask, 
Whip it up, ſip it up, 
Thay's your Phyſician, 


21 4 e Cor re rien 
SONG CLXXV.. 
f Am 2 jolly. Toper, | 
Known by the Pimples in my Face, 
' with taking Bumpers off | 
.Þ nd . toping we will go, we'll go, wellgo, 
Und a fojing we will go. 
Come let's fit down together, 

And take our Fill of Beer, 


Away with all Diſputes, © 
For we'll have no wrangling here, 
Und « toping, &c. | 


With Clouds of Tobacco 

We'll be as great as Princes 
When our Heads are full of Beer, . 

And 4 toping, &c, 


With Juggs, Muggs, and Pit chers, 
And Bellarmines of Stale, 
Daſh'd lightly with a lictle, 
A very little Ale, YL 
And « roping, &c. 


A Fig for the Seni ard, - 
And for the King of France, 
And Heav'n preſerve our Juggs and Muggs, © *\ 
And Q. n from all Miſchagce, ns 
And 4 Fogzng, &c. 


— 


: 
- = * 
- 
a -. 
- 


of Exerisn sone AS: 
Againſt the Presbyterians,- | ot Ve 
Pray give me Leave to rail, bs 42 of A 
Who ne'er had thirſted ar King Book, | 
Had they boron fourth EARNS, u 
And 4 toping, bc. * o« % bad 


: " 
* » # 


And againſt the Low- Church Saint, 

Who lily play their Parts 2 
Who rail at the Difſenters, ” I: {ud 
Yet love em in their Hearts, | * 
And a toping, &c. * de 


Nere's a Health to the Queen, 
Let's Bumpers take in Hand, 
and may Prince G Roger 
Grow ſtiff again, and ſtand, 

And a toping, 8c, _ 


Oh! how we toſs about 
The never-failing Cann, | 
We drink and piſs, and piſs and drink, 
And drink to piſs again, | 
And a toping, &c. 8 \ 
0! chat my Belly 
It were a Tun of Stale, of 
My Cock were turn'd into a Tap. 
To run when I did call, 
And a Foping, &c. | 


214 4 he Couuretion 
Of all ſorts of Topers,- | 87 
A Soph is far the beſt, ig 

Till he can neither yo nor Rund,. 


rr > 


When good Liquor dwells within, 
And fince a Soph does live ſo well, 
Then who would be « King: 
And a toping, &c. 2 


= 


Then dead drunk we'll march, Boys, 
And reel into our Tombs, 
That jollier Sopbs (if ſuch there be) 
May come and talce our Rooms, 
And « toping they may go, may go, me) 8%, 
And a toping they may go. 


All. Mc. th re. ts. wana 
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Ban, HE Joys of Court or City, 
The Fame of Fair or Witty, 
Are Toys to the Banditti, 
Whilſt our Cups we drein. 


Bas. 2. We love, we laugh, we lie here, 
We eat, we drink, we die here, 

And valiantly defy here 

All the Pow'r of Spain, 


nnn ane. ary 
But when by our Scout « Prins we ind. 
we all run out to ſeize him, A 


Sand, ſtand, we cty, or, y# Dog, * 
Without any more ads, 


Chorus. All this brings us to Slander, 
Each conquering | pci; ganas. M 
And mighty Alexander, 

Were Banditti's to. 


Jan. 1. Some we bind, and fome we gag, 
Some we ſtrip and plundes, . —_ 
Some that have Store of Gold, 

Into our Cave'we draw. - 
Our Prins iples we ſentter, 
'Twas Folly made good Nature, 

And Fear that firſt made Law? 


Fc. 2. And when we come home, our Doxies 
* 
To bid us kindly welcome, 
Plump, frefh, and young, all down do lie 
On Beds of Moſs to ſport. 1 


| chorus. Thus every valiant Ranger 
And he that's paſt moſt Danger, 
Has moſt Kiſſes for t. 


216 A Sele COLLECTION 
Ben. Fools do whine, and Ggh, and pine, 


Fools fall ſick of Fevers, 


Fools doat on fleeting Joys, 
That oft does Ruin bring. 


| Chorus. Whilſt without begging Pity 

f Of the Wiſe, the Fair, or Witty, 
= The brave, the bold Banditti 

' Have the ſelf ſame Thing. 


—ͤ id n 
1 N 5 
n ; 


SONG CLXXVIL 


ih HEN embracing my Friend, 
if | And quaffing Champaigs ; 
nr Dull Phlegmatick Spleen, ' 

| Thou aſſault'ſt me in vain, 

Dull phlegmatick Spleen, '_ 

Thou aſſault'ſt me in yain, 

My Pleaſures flow pure, 
Without Taint or Alloy; 
And each Glaſs that T drink 

Inſpires with new Joy. 


My Pleaſures thus heightenꝰd 
No Improvement receive, 
But what the dear  Sighe. „ 
Of my Phillis can dee 
The Charms of her Eyes, 
The Force of my Wine, 


F EneLisn Soxes, 2ty 
Do then in harmonious Confed'racy join, 
To wrap me wich Joys, 
To wrap me with Joys, 
Seraphick, ſeraphick and divine. 


SONG CLXXVIII. 
AF on the Times, 
Let em go as they will, 
Tho' the Taxes are grown ſo heavy, 
Our Hearts are our own, 
And ſhall be ſo ſill, 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry, 


Let no Man deſpair, , 
But drive away Care, 
And drown all our Sorrow with Claret 
We'll never repine, 
So they give us good Wine, 
Let em take all our Droſs, we can ſpare ft, 


We value not Chiok, 
Unleſs co buy Drink, | 
Or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſure ; 
When *cis gone, we ne'er fret, 
So we Liquor can get, 
For Mirth of it ſelf is a Treaſure, 


No Miſer can be 
So happy as we, 
Tho' compaſs'd with Riches he * ; 
U 


as 4 


* 


Coprrerionx 
| Day and Night he's in Fear, 
And ne er without Care, 
While nothing diſturde the good Fellow, - 
Come fill up the Glaſs, 
And round let it paſs, 
-For Nature doth Vacuums decline ; 
Drown the ſpruce formal Aſs, 


That's afraid of his Face, | 
We'll drink till our Noſes do Phebus out-ſhine : 


i 
2 
. . 


While we've plenty of this, 
We can ne'er do amiſs, 


Tis an Antidote ga inſt our Ruin; 
And the Lad that drinks moſt, 


With Honour may boaſt, 


Ile fears neither Death nor Undoing. 
| I URLS = a 


8 ONG CLXXIX.., 
»'TWAS Fancy firſt made calia fair; 
"Twas Fancy gave her Shape and Air; 

It robb'd the Sun, ſtript ev'ry Star 


Of Beauties to beſtow on her; 
And when it had the Goddeſs made, 


Down it fell, and worſhipped, 
Creator firſt, and then a Creature; 
Narciſſus, and a Pail of Water, 


_o Radios dene. 2 


SONG CLXXX. - 


N elderly Lady, ln Crates 
By Hoop and white Damask, was render'd; 

much bigger; 

Without Hood, and — to the Park did 
repair, 

To ſhew her new Clothes, and to take the freſh Afr. 

Her Shape, her Attire, rais'd a Shour «pd loud- 
Laughter : 

Away waddles Madam, the Mob hurries after. 

Quoth a Wag then, obſerving the noiſy Crowd 
follow, 

As ſhe came with a Hoop, ſhe. is gone with a. 
Hollorv. 


tis. 


SONG CLXXXI. 
HA LE in the Bow'r, with Beauty bleſt, 
The lov'd Amintor lies; 
While ſinkiog on Zelinda's Breaſt, 
He fondly kiſs'd her Eyes: 
A waking Nightingale, who long 
Had mourn'd within the Shade, 
Sweetly renew'd her plaintive Song, 
And warbled thro' the Glade: 
Melodious Songſtreſi, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades leſs happy go; 
n. 
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Or, if wich us thou wilt remain, 

Forbear thy tuneful Woe, 
While in Zelinde's Arms Ilie, 

To Song Tam not fre: 
On her ſoft Boſom while I ſigh, 

I Diſcord find in thee, 25 
Zeliada gives me perfect Joys: 0 6 
Then ceaſe thy fond Intruſion: 
Be filent ; Muſick now is Noiſe, . - 


— 


Variety Confuſion. 


SONG CLXXXII. 


HEN yielding firſt to Damon's Flame, 
I funk into his Arms, 
He ſwore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifted all my G 


But fond of what he long deſir'd, 
Too eager of his Prey, 

My Shepherd's Flame, alas! expir'd 
Before the Verge of Day. 

My Innocence of Lovers Wars, 
Reproach'd his quick Defeat ; 

Confus'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 
I mourn'd his cold Retreat. 

At length, ah Shepherdeſs! cry'd he, 
Would you my Fire renew, 

You muſt, alas! retreat like me, 

I'm loſt, if you purſue, 


— — 


— 


SONGS CEXXXul.. 
T is not, Celiag-in our ] r 
To ſay how long our Love will la; 
It may be we within this Hour, 
May loſe thoſe J6ys we now do taſte 2 
The bleſſed that immortal be, 
From Change in Love are only free. 


Then, fince we mortal Lovers are, ＋ 
Ask not how long our Love will laſt ; 

But while it does, let us take Care q 
Each Minute be with Pleaſure paſt: _ 

Were it not Madneſs to deny | 

To live, becauſe we're ſure to die: 


Fear not, tho* Love and Beauty fail, 
My Reaſon ſhall my Heart direct; 
Your Kindneſs now will then prevail, 
And Paſſion turn into Reſpect; 

"Celia, at worſt, youll in the End, 
But change your Lover for a Friend. 


END SONos:. 2 
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SONG CLXXXIV. 
Man, NH Sight! the Mother of Deſires, 


What charming Objects doſt rhow 


yield! 
'Tis ſweet, when tedious Night expires, 
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To ſee the roſy Morning gild 
The Mountain Tops, and paint the Field : 


But when Clorinda comes in Sight, 


She makes the Summer's Day more bright 3 ; 
And when ſhe goes away, tis Night. 
Chorus, When fair Clorinda, cc. 


Wom, Tis ſweet che bluſhing Morn to view; 
And Plains adorn'd with pearly Dew : 
But ſuch cheap Delights to ſee, 
Heay'n and Nature. 
Give each Creature; 
They have Eyes as well as we: 
This is the Joy, all Joys above, 
To ſee, to ſee, 
That only ſhe, | 
That only ſhe we love! 
Sorus, * is the Joy, Ge. 


„ 


* 


Man. And if we may diſcover 


What charms both Nymph and Lover, 
»Tis when the Fair at Mercy lies, 
With kind and am'rous Anguiſh, 
To ſigh to look, to languiſh 
On each other's Eyes! 


chorus of all. And if we may, Ge. 


k 
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8 80 N G CLXXXV.. 

For — Lord's Embrace: 

For tho” we all allow you Witt. 
We can't a handſome Face. wet 3 


Then where's the Pleaſure, where's the S, 5 
Of ſpending Time and Coſt ? 

For if your Wit ben'r underſtood, . 
Your Keeper's Bliſs is loſt. | | 
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SONG CLXXXVI. 
HAT art thou, Love e are thoſe 
Charms, 
That thus thou bear'ſt an univerſal Rule! 
For thee the Soldier quirs his Arms, 
The King turns Slave, the wiſe Man Fool, 


In vain we chaſe thee from the Field, 
And with cool Thoughts reſiſt thy Yoke; _ 
Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, 
And all thoſe high Reſolvegare broke. 


In vain our Nature we accuſe, 
And doat becauſe ſhe ſays we muſt ; 
This for a Brute were an Excuſe, 
Whoſe very Soul and Life is Luſt. 


To get our Likeneſs, what is that ? 
Our Likeneſs is but Miſery : 


— 


224 A Sl Correction 
Why ſhould I toil to propagate 
Another Thing as vile as I? 
ben 
And Gods that made us did inſpire 
Something more noble in our Frame, | 
Above the Dregs of earthly Fire. 
| 


SONG CLXXXVI. 
Entle Love, this Hour befriend me, 
To my Eyes refign thy Dart; 
Notes of melting Muſick lend me, 
To diſſolve u frozen Heart. 
Chill as Mountgio Snow her Boſom, 
Tho” I tender Lavguage uſe z 
'Tis by cold Indiff rence frozen, ' 
To my Arms, and to my Muſe, © 


See my dying Eyes are pleading © + 
Where a broken Heart appears, 
For thy Pity interceding T 
With the Eloquence of Tears. 
While the Lump of Life is 
And beneath thy Coldneſs dies, 
Death my ebbing-Pulſe invading, 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes, 


of Everrsn Soxes. * 


SON G' CLXXXVUL 


T5 E wakeful Nightingale, that takes no Reſt, 
While Cupid warms his little Breaſt; _ 
All Night how ſweetly he complains, 

And makes us fear that Love has Pains : 

No, no, no, no, *tis no ſuch thing, 


For Love that makes him 71 make him 
ſing. BORD F+ 
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S0 NG CLXXXIX.. 


Illy Swain, give o'er thy Wooing, 
Sighing, gazing, kiſſing, cooing, 
All is very fooliſh Doing. 


All that follows after Kiſſes, 

The very beſt, the Bliſs of Bliſſes, 

Is as dull a Joy as this. is. 

prove the Nymph, and taſte her Treaſure 3 
Tell me then, when full of Pleaſure, _ 
What dull thing thou can'ſt diſcover 

Duller than a happy Lover, 


—_— 


— . — 


E O N G xc. 5 


F ON D Orpheus went, as Poets tell, 
To bring Eurydice from Hell; 
There he might hope to find a Wife 
The Peſt and Bane of human Life. 


"ſ A bes eee 


The Damn'd from al their Pains were eard, 
Not that his Maſick ſo much pleas d.,. 
But that the Odneſs of the Matter 

Had juſtly made the Wonder greater. 
Pluto, enrag'd that any he 

Should enter his Dominion free, 

And to infli& the ſharpeſt Pain, 

Made him a Husband once again, 

But yet, in Juſtice to his Voice, 

He left it till within his Choice,z 

If, as 2 Curſe, he'd not refuſe her, 

And taught, him by a Look to loſe her. 


- ** * = 


9 


SONG. CXCl. 

N vain you ſable Weeds put on, 

Clouds cannot long eclipſe the Sun; 
Nature has plac'd you in a Sphere, 
To give us Day - light all the Year: 

"Tis well for thoſe 

Of Cupid's Foes, 
That your Charms thus ſhrouded. lie: 

For when that Night 

Puts on the Light, | 

What Crowds of martyr'd Slaves will He! 


8 


C3 
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SONG CXCIIL 


Mooth was the Water, calin the Alr, 
The Evening Sundepreſs, 

Lawyers diſmiſe'd. the noiſy var, 

The Labourer at Reſt; 
When Strephos, with his charming Fair, 

Croſs'd the proud River, Thames, 
And to a Garden did repair, 

To quench their mutual Flames. 


The crafty Waiter ſoon eſpy'd 
Youth ſparkling in her Eyes: 

He brought ao Ham, nor Neat. Tonguet ary'd, 
But Cream and Strawberries,” 

The am*rous Strephon ask'd the Maid, 
What's whiter than this Cream? 

She bluſh'd, and could not tell, ſhe ſaid : 


Thy Teeth, my pretty Lamb, - 


What's redder than theſe Berries are? 
I know not, ſhe reply'd; 
Thoſe Lips which III no longer ſpare, 
The burning Shepherd cry'd, - 
And ſtrait began to hugg her: 
This Kiſs, my Dear,. 
Is ſweeter far 


Than Strawberries, Cream, and Sugar. 


228 A Sel CoLLECTION 


'$ONG CXClll 
8 fond Philender, in the Pit, 
| By fair Opbelia ſar, 
A Card, by ſome fly Gall'ry wit, 
Was dropt upon his Hat. 


The Nymph obſerving, ſnatch'd it thence, 
Burt bluſhing at rhe Sight, 

Confeſs d it had explain'd her Senſe, 
And brought her Love to Light. 


The Swain perceiving her chang'd Look, 
With ſudden Rapture tarts, _ 

The Card with ſweet Compulſion took, 
Aud found it King of Hearts. 


The King of Hearts ! O Fortune leſt, 
Were I but ſuch he cry'd: © 


Ton reign already in my Breaſt, 
She lovingly reply'd. 


— 


— * 


SONG CXCIV. 
LY from Olznda, young and fair, 
Fly from her ſoft engaging Air; 
And Wit in Woman found ſo rare: 


Altho* her Looks to Love adviſe, - 
Her yet unconquer'd Heart denies, 
And breaks the Promiſe of her Eyes. 
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SONG CXC. 
0 the num rous Stars which grace 
The fair expanded Skies, 
So many Charms has Lesbia's Face. 
A Thouſand more her Eyes, 
Whene'er the'beauteous Maid bean, 
We cannot but admire; 
But when ſhe ſpedks, ſhe charms our kan, 
And ſers our Souls on fire. 
What Pity *cis, a Creature, 

By Nature form'd ſo fair, 
Divine in ev'ry Feature, * 
Should give Mankind 'Delpair, 
She gazes all around her, | 
And gains a thouſand Hearts; 

But Cupid cannot wound her, 
For ſhe has all his Darts. | 
LAVIA's Eyes, like Pires ſupprefs'd, - 
More fiercely flame again, | 


Nor can her Beauty be decreas'd, 
Or altered by her Pain. 


Thoſe various Charms which cound une. 
And do her Face adorn, t * | 5 
Still as they ripen, fall away, . 
* beauries ſtill are born. i 
=” 


130. A,Sele#;COLLECTION 
so doth it with the Lovers fare, "= 


Who do the Dame adore; , - 
One Fit of Love, kill'd by, Decal 


men en 


4 * a _— 


8sONG cxcvi. 
Reedom is a real Treaſure, 
Love à Dream, all falſe and vain, 


Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, _ 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 


A ſincere and tender Paſſion 
Some ill Planet over-rules ; 
Ab, how blind is Inclination! 

Fate and Women doat on Fools, 


3 


1 


SONG CXCVIII. 
AY lovely Sylvie, lewd and fair, 
Venus in Face and Mind, 
Why muſt not I that Bounty ſhare 
Lou pour on all Mankind? | 
That Sun that ſhines promi ſcuouſly 
on Prince and Porter's Head, 
Why muſt it now leave only me 
To languiſh in the Shade? 
In vain you cry, you'll fin no more, 
In vain you pray and faſt ; 


of EMenfbd 80 Ns. hy 
You'll ne'er perſuade us, till threeſcore, = = 
That Sylvia can de chaſte) 


When thus affectedly you cant, 
Youre fuch a young Beginner, 
You make at beſt an aukward Saint; 


N 


— 


8 0 N 8 cxcix. 1 6 


HAT tho? they call me Country Laſs, 
I read it plainly'in my ne, a 
That for a Ducheſs I might pad, 9 0 
Oh! could I ſee the Day! 
Would Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring, at Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 

With a ſtand by l-— Clear the ye 
Surrounded by. a Crowd of Beaus, * 
With ſmart Toupets, and powder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals I'll turn up my Noſe, 

Oh! could I ſee the Day! 

Ill dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 

Shall make ſome Nobleman my Prize; 

And then, Oh! how I'Feyrannize! 
with a ſtand by———Clear the Way! 

o then for Grandeur and Delight, | 

For Equipage and Di monds bright, 

hed FRA that ourſhine the Light 


Oh! could I ſee the Day! 
1 * xz 


232 4 See gerader ton 


Thus ever eaſy, ever gay, 
Brxadrille ſhall wear the "Night a away, 


And Pleaſure crown the growing Day | 1 
With a ſtand by! Clear the Way 101 
— — — — 

SUNG We. 


HILST the Town's Brim full of Folly, 
W And runs gadding after Polly, | 
Loet us take a chearſul Glaſs; 
Tell me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure, ' 
Of beſtowing Time and Treaſure, —_ 
For to make one's ſelf an Aſs? 

I'm for Joys are leſs expeuſive, 

Where the Pleaſure's more extenſive, 
And from dull Attention free; a 

Where my Cali«' o'er 4 Bottle, 

Can, when tir'd wirh am'rous Prattle, 
Sing old Songs as well as ſhe. 


SONG CCL 


E T none be uncivil, but let a Health paſs, 
Here's a cleanly Monteth to cool e'ery Glaſs, 

This, this is that Claret on which we are fixt, 
Ol this, e&'ery Glaſs is a Whet to the next; 
Here's all that good rightly petition'd can ſend, 
Here's a harmleſs new Jeſt, and a truſty old Friend. 
About with it, dear Soul, there Fo has his Doſe , 
Here's a Health, a Health to his good Repoſe. 


"e 
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SONG CCL - 
ROM filent Shades, and the Elyſium Groves, 
Where ſad departed _ mourn their 
Loves: 
From Chryſtal Streams, and from that Country, 
Where 
Jove crowns the Fields with Flowers all the Year, 
Poor ſenſeleſs Beſs, cloath'd in her Rags and Folly, 
Is come to cure her love-ſick Melancholly. 


Bright Cynthia kept her Revels late, 

While Mab, the Fairy Queen, did — 
And Oberon did fit in State, | 

When Mars at Venus ran his Lange. 


In yonder Cowſlip lies my Dear, 
Intomb'd with liquid Gems of Dew, 

Each Day I'll water it with a Tear, 
It's fading. Bloſom to renew, 


For ſince my Love is dead; 
And: all my Joys are gone, 
Poor Beſs, for his Sake, 
A Garland will make, 
My Muſick ſhall be a Groan. 


I'll lay me down and die 
Within ſome hollow Tree, 
The Raven and Cat, 
The Owl and Bat 


Shall warble forth my Elegy, 
X 3 


234 A Stk Correction 
Did you not. See my Love, 
4 As he paſt by you, 
His two flaming-Eyes, _ 
Iſ he comes nigh you, 
They will ſcorch up your Hearts, 
Ladies, beware you, 
Left he ſhould dart a Glance 
That may enſnare you. 


Hark, hark, I hear old Charon bawl, 
His Boat he will no longer ſtay; 

The Furies laſh their Whips, and call, 
Come, come away; come, come away. 


Poor Beſs will return 
To the place whence ſhe came, 

Since the World's ſo mad, ſhe can hope for no Cure j 
For Love's grown a Bubble, 

Which Fools do admire, and Wiſe Men endure. 


Cold and hungry am I grown 

(Ambroſia will I feed upon, 
Drink Nectar ſtill, and ay” 2 

Who 1s content, 

Does all Sorrow prevent; 

And Beſs, in her Straw, 

Whilſt free from the Law, . 
In her Thoughts is as great as a King. 
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SONG CC. 


o W ſevere is forgetful old Age, 
To confine a poor Lover fo! 
| That I almoſt deſpair 
To fee &en che Air, 


Much more my dear 2 mmnmbey bo, 


Tho' I wiſper my $ighs out alone, H 
Yet I'm trac'd where- ever I go; 
For ſome treacherous Tree 
And there he courts ev'ry=—— bey bo, 


How ſhall I this «Argus blind, 
| And ſo put an End to my Woe? 
el But while I beguile 
All his Frowns with a Smile, 
I betray my ſelf with an he) ho, 


My Reftraint then, alas! muſt endure, 
So that fince my ſad Doom I know, ' 
I will pine for my Love, 
Like the Turtle-dove, 
And breathe out my Life in he) ho, 


o num'rous Flavia's Charms appear, 
As may her Form diſplay 
In all the Drefles of the Year, 
And Beauties of the Day, 


236 4 Sele&,CoLLECTLION 
Calm and ſerene, like Spring her Air; - 
Like Autumn, ſoft her Mold ; | 7 
Her Face, like Summer, blooming fa ir; 
Her Heart, like Wz#ter, cold. 
Her Boſom, Cyntbia's full-orb'd Light; 
Her Cheeks Noon's Rays adorn ; 
Her Treſſes ſhew the falling Night ;_ 
Her Eyes, the riſing Morn, 


SONG CCV. 
R'ythee figh no more, fond Swain, 
If Chloe be falſe, in vain | 
You give your ſelf a fruitleſs. Pain. 
Tis not loving, tis not dying, 
Holds the Heart that would be flying: 
Nor Love, nor Merit, you will find, 
Can fix the Heart of changeful Womankind, 
Then turn to the Bottle that lows with Delights, 
That gives Life to our Days, and brisk Joy to 
our Nights, i 
Here no Chloe, no Cares, no Falſhood is found, 
While Wit, Wine, and Mirth fly jovially round. 


— — 


SONG CVI. 


H! bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And ſuch a Light diſcover, 
As may the Abſent Sun ſupply, 
And chear the drooping Lover. 


_ 
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ariſe, my Day, wich Speed ariſe, - 
And all my Sorrows baniſh; , 7 
Before the Sun of thy bright ow! nfs & 
All gloomy Terrors vaniſh, - 23.5910 
No longer ler me ſigh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded Treaſure: 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 
When you were made for Pleaſure ? 
The petty Pow'rs of Hell deſtroy,  '' 
To ſave's the Pride of Heaven; 
To you the firſt, if you prove. coy 3. 
If kind, the laſt is given. 
The Choice then ſure's not hard to * 
Betwixt the Good and Evil; 


Which Title had you rather take, 


My Goddeſs, or my Devil. RU” 


SONG CCVIL 
O love and to languilb, 
To ſigh and_complain, 
How killing's the Anguiſh, 
How tormenting the Pain ! 
Suing, | 


Purſuing, 


Flying, 
Denying, 


o the Curſe of Diſdain, 


How tormenting's the Pain! | 
| To love, &c. > 


* 
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© 264. Fondr 
SONG CCVIII. ki 
HUS Kitty, beautiful and young, Odtai 
And wild 2s Colt untam'd, An 
Beſpoke the Fair from whom ſhe ſprung, Ej WS 
With lictle Rage inflam'd, 
Inflam'd with Rage at ſad Reſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma. ordain'd 3, 
And ſorely vext to play the Sa int, 
Whilſt Wit and Beauty reigu'd. 
Shall I thumb holy Books; confin'd 


Wich Abigails forſaken? 
Kitty's for other things defign'd, 
Or I am much miſtaken. 


Muſt Lady Fenny frisk about, 
And viſit with her Couſins ? 

At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 
And bring home Hearts by Dozens ? 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I? 
What hidden Charms to boaſt, 

That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt I am ſcarce a Toalt? 


Deareſt Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try: 

Fll have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why, L 4 


ll ſoon with Jenny's Pride quit Score, 
Make all her Lovers fall; 

They'll grieve I was not loos'd before, 

She, I was loos'd at all. 
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fondneſs prevail'd ; Mamma gave way ; 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire, 
— 0 — 
SONG CCIX. | 
H! how ſweet to ſee the Eyes 


Rolling in their humid Fires, Y 


When che Nymph extended lies, 
Full of Love, and warm Deſires? 
Conſcious Red her Face ober- 
And her heaving Boſom riſing; 
Milky Paths to Raptures leading, 
Murmuring Sighs her Joy diſguifing, 
Happy Lovers only know 
The Bliſs that from conſenting Lovers flow. 


Liſten then to young Deſire, 
Nor with your Pride againſt your Bliſs conſpire. 
Defire, like 2 faithful Friend, 
Perſuades ſubſtantial Pleaſure ; F 
Like Chymick Boaſts your Pride will end 
In meer imagin'd Treaſure. 
Then ſure the Strife you'l] ſoon decide 
(What can your Scruples move?) 
detwixt the dickly Glare of Pride, 
And gen'rous Warmth of Love. 


3 $6 
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SONG |CCX. 


IVE me more Love, or more Diſdain, 
The Torrid or the frozen Zone 

Bring equal. Eaſe unto my ain. 
The Temperate aFords me none; 

Either Extream of Love, or Hate, 

Is ſweeter than a calm Eſtate, 


Give me a Storm; if it be Love, 
Like Danse in 4 golden Show'r, 

I ſwim in Pleaſure; if ir prove 
Diſdain, that Torrent will devour 

My Vultur Hopes; and he's poſſeſt 

Of Heav'n, that's but from Hell releas'd. 


Then crown my Joys, or cure my Pain; 
Give me more * or more Diſdain. 


8 * = 


r — 
eln ——— * 1 


s ON CCXI. 


Omen like Venice Glaſſes are, 
A very very brittle Ware 
Then do not in a fooliſh Freak, 
Try if that brittle Ware will break. 


When Woman once begins to fray, 
And leave the Paths of Honour, 

In full Career ſhe hies away, 
All Care is loſt upon her. 


- A F 
* 
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Be careful therefore, but not jealous, 
and keep ber from intriguing Fellows; 
Since whereſoe'er a Danae grows, 
Bright Gold in fleecy Currents flows. 


PV - 
— — — — 
* * 
1 . 


SONG CCXIL 
Whining Loves and ſenſeleſs Glories: 

What are Lovers, what are Kings? 
What at beſt but laviſh Things? 
Free I liv'd as Nature made-me, 
Love nor Beauty durſt invade me, 
No rebellious Slaves betray d me, 
Free I liv'd, as Nature made me. 
Each by Turns, as Senſe inſpir'd me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus hr'd me; 
I alone have loſt true Pleaſure, 
Freedom is the only Treaſure, 


: 11 * 


| 


A 


SONG CCXIlI. 


N. April, when Primroſes paint the fweer Plain, 
And Summer approaching rejoicerh the Swain, 
The yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep Glens where the Haw-thern 
Trees grow ; | | 


* 


* 
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"There under tbe Shade of an old faered 

With Freedom he ſung 8 and 
Morn; 

He ſang with ſo ſoft and tnchanciag « Sound, 

"That Silvans and Fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus ſang, Tho- young Maye be 
fair, t | 
Her Beauty is daſh'd by a ſcoroful proud Air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her Breath like th' Breezes perfum'd ia the Spring, 


That Madze, in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 
Like the Moon was n and never ſpoke 
Truth; 


But Ca ſie was faĩthſul, W 
And fair as the Goddeſs that fprung from the Sea, 


That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her great 
PS  ** *-: 

Was aukwardly airy, 'z#ndfrequent?y four : 

Then, lighing, he wiſh'd, would Parents agree, 

"The witty ſweet Suſie his Miſtreſs might be, 
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SONG CCXLV. 


W# IN thy hopeleſs Paſhon fraother, 
Perjur'd-Cabza. loves another 
In bis Arms I ſaw her lying, * 
'Panting, k:\hng, trembling, dy ing; 
There the fair Deceiver ſwore, 
As {the has done to you before, 


* 


— 


F EnGL1$H4 Sons. 
oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant Creature leaves me, 
is“ Waters back ſhall fly, 

„ And leave their oozy Channels dry; 

d. Turn, ye Waters, leave your Shore, 
For perjur'd celia loves no more. 


N 
and 


be 
| SONG cCcxv. 
10 N the Brow of Richmond. Hill; 


a Which Europe ſcarce can parallel, 
ts Every Eye ſuch Wonders fill, 
To view the Proſpe& round; 
Where the Silver Thames does glide, 
. And ſtately Courts are edify'd, 
kt Meadows deck'd in Summer's Pride, 
Wich verdant Beauties crown'd. 


Lovely Cynthia paſſing by, 
With brighter Glories bleſt my Eye; 
Ah! then in vain, in vain, ſaid I, 

. The Fields and Flow'rs do ſhine ; 
Nature in this charming Place 

Created Pleaſure in Exceſs; 
But all are poor to Cyathia's Face, 

Whoſe Features are divine. 


Y. 2. 
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E LL. me, Hamilla, tell me why, 
Thou doꝰſt from him that loves thee run? 


Why from his ſoft Embraces fly, 
And all his kind Endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the Fawn, with Fear oppreſt, 
Seeking irs Mother every where; 


Ic ſtarts at every empty Blaſt, * 
And trembles when no Danger's near. A 
And yet I keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Glories of thy Face; Th 
Not with a hateful Step purſue, She 
As Age to rifle every Grace. Th 


Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, | 
But haſte all Rivals to out-ſhine, | 
And grow mature and ripe for Joy, - Nt 
Leave Mamma's Arms, and come to mine. 


— 


SONG CCXVII 
F ſhe be not kind as fair, — 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 


Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 
Of ſome ſpruce Jack-a-dandy, 


"on. G 
I would not have thee fuch an Afs, | 
Had'ſt thou ne er ſo much Leiſure, P 
To ſigh and whine for ſuch a Laſs 1 5 
Whoſe Pride's above her Pleaſure, 


F ENOLIS I Soxes: r 


SONG CCxvil. 
RCH Cupid, gathering = Roſe, 
Awak'd a Bee from her Repoſe z 
The Bee, provok'd, his Finger gor'd, 
He ran, and to his Mother roar'd. 
Undone ; ab, Mother, I'm undone, 
By a ſmall Serpent rudely ſtung : 

A thing with Wings, they call 4 Bee, | 
A naughty Bee has ſlain your Son: 

See, ſee the Wound, O Mother, ſer. 
The Goddeſs then embrac'd the Lad, 
She ſooth'd his Pain, and ſmiling ſaid: 
The Anguiſh from ſo ſmall a Dart, 

Is not like that which Lovers feel ; 


Each Lover feels thy pointed Steel, 
Not in his Finger, but bis Heart; 


p : 
— rt — — 


SONG CCXIX. 


I N vain by Parallels you ſttive 

Panthea's Eyes to praiſe; 

perfection, which we can't conceive, 
Ic ſelf alone diſplays. | 


Gaze on them only, if you'd know 
What dazling Rays they dart; 
But if what piercing Darts they throw, 
Then view my wounded Heart. 
Y 3 
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SONG CCXX. 


Sat ſighing in a Shade, 
The willing, willing Goddeſs bath'd 
Thoſe Wounds herſelf had made. _ 


All Rapture he, all charming ſhe, 
Gave Kiſs for every Scar; 

Thus raviſh'd he with the Deity, 
Swore Love was the nobler War. 


Thus fighting he would for ever die, 
Melting in Celza's Arms, 

And pawn an Immortality 
For her diviner Charms, 


. in. — 


| HEN love-ſick Mars, the God of Wars, - 


SONG COXXI. 
R'ythee, Silvia, why ſo coy ? 

Lips were made for Kiſſing : 
Without Love, our ſolid Joy, A 
Life's but a fooliſh empty Toy, 

And hardly worth poſſeſſing. 


Love can make us truly bleſt ; 
Would thou be leſs cruel, 

Soon its Pleaſure thou might'ſt caſte ; * 

But Love's a Fire, and can't ſubſiſt 

Wjzhout Supply of Fuel. 


Fe 
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8 O N G CCXXUL 


OW happy am I d NA FUE 
The fair Sex can defy, 1 \ | 
And can e'ery Day ſay re . 
For I never ſaw yet | 
That Beauty or Wir 
Dat THOSE TR 2 ROT NIN 


I thought that my Flame | 
Would ſtill prove the ſame 
For beautiful Celia, while Celia was true; 
But Love was fo blind, 
When Calia was kind, 
I chang'd her for Mopſa, for TER was new; | 


g 


——— — — 


SONG CCXXUIL 


8 Hamilla then my own, 
O the dear. charming Treaſure ! 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frownz - 
All my fucure Life is Pleaſure, 


See how rich with youthful Grace, 
Beauty warms her every Feature; 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face; 
All is gay, and all is Nature, 
See what mingling Charms ariſe, 
' Roſy Smiles and kindling Bluſhes ; 
Love firs laughing in her Eyes, 
And betrays her ſecret Wilkes, 


7 


248 A gil Corrtrerion 


SONG CCXXIV. 


NY OME heiſt up Fortune to the Skies; 
Others debaſe her to a Bubble: 
I nor her Frowns nor Favours prize, 
Nor think the Changeling worth my Trouble. 


If at my Door ſhe chance to light, 
I civilly my Gueſt receive : 
The Viſit paid, I bid good Night; 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave, 


Tho? proſperous Gales my Canvaſs crowd, 
Tho' ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Skie, 

I truſt not Calma, they Storms forebode, 

And ſpeak th* appoaching Tempeſt nigh. 


Then, Vzytue, to the Helm repair; 
Thou, Innocence, ſhalt guide the Oar, 
Now rage, ye Winds : Storms rend the Air, 
My Bark thus mann'd, ſhall gain the Shore, 


— — — 


SONG CCXXV. 
Spouſe I do hate, . 
For either ſhe's falſe or ſhe's jealous; 

But give us a Mate, 
Who nothing will ask us, or tell us. I 

She ſtands on no Terms, 
Nor chafters by way of Indenture, 

Her Love for your Farms ; 5 [ 
But takes a kind Man at à Venture. 


0 Exc LISH Sonos. 


; If all prove not right, 

Without an Act, Proceſs or * 
From Wife for a Night, 

You may be diyorc'd in the Morning. 


When Parents are Slaves, 

Their Brats cannot be any other; 
Great Wits and great Braves 

Have always a Punk to their Mother, 


a FS — ten, 


SONG COXXVI: 
Ainſt Keepers we petition, 


Who would encloſe the Common > 


'Tis enough to raiſe Sedition 
In a free · boru Subject, Woman; 
Becauſe for his Gold 
I my Body have ſold, 
He thinks I'm a Slave for my my 
He rants, domineers, 
He ſwaggers and ſwears, | 
And would keep me as bare as his Wiſe. 


'Gainſt Keepers we petition, 
'Tis honeſt and fair, 
That a Fealt I prepare, 
But when his dull Appetite's o'er, 
I'll treat with the reſt | 
Some welcomer Gueſt, 
For the Reck'ning was paid me before. 
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SONG CCXXVIL 
Maxim this, amongſt the Wiſe, 
That cAbſence cures à Love-fick Mind: 
And others, who philoſophize, 
Gravely pronounce, Thar Love 3s blind, 
Alas! too well do Lovers ſee, 
And ſeparated beſt agree, 
Baniſh me from Belinda's Sight, 
Or the fond Maid far hence remove: 
Our Bodies part, our Souls unite, 
The more we grieve, the more we love, 
Believe the Youth, you wrongly. blame, 
Abſence adds Fuel to the Flame. 


'Berween us burning Deſarts place, 

Or trackleſs Mountains hid in Snow: 
Or let the wide unfathom'd Space 

Of roaring Seas between us flow: 
Place, or not place them, *cis all one, 
Empires have Bounds, but Love has none. 


Secure us, if you can ſecure, 
On diſtant Rocks, in Tow*'rs of mods 5 
When faithful Lovers moſt endure, 
Still, moſt improv'd, their Minutes paſs. 
Impriſon her, impriſon me, 
In Spice of Priſons, Thought is free! 
Ceaſe, then, your idle, cruel Arts, 
Recal your harſh Command: 
. A Deſtiny rules over Hearts, 
And who can Deſtiny withſtand ? 


13 © 
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Infvain, alas! is human Skill: 
Love will be Love, do what you will. 

i 
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SONG CCXXVIN.. 
1 none be decelv d by Time's too quick 
flowing, 
The Heart of a Lover's a Watch always going; 
For, tho' Time be nimble, itt Motions 
Are quicker, 
And thicker, 
Where Love has its Notions, 


— 


The great Wheel is Hope, vn which moves Defirey 
And theſe, the leſs Orbs, Fear and Joy do inſpire 
The Pendulum Mind's evermore 
| A thinking, 
And clioking; 
Aud neꝰ er giving of. 


Occaſion, the Hand, is ſtill moving about, 
Till by ir the critical Minute's found out; 
And Silence the Caſe is, to cover 
The Kiſſes, 
Enjoy d by each Lover. 


: LY . 
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SONG CCRx x. She 
N Kent, ſo fam'd of old. — 
Near by the pleaſant Knold, ; 

A Swain a Goddeſs told 
An amorous Story Io; — 


Saying, in theſe jarring Days, 
When Kings contend for Bays, 


Your Love my Soul does raiſe 
Above its Glory, n 
My Life, my lovely Dear, | ' 
Whilſt you are ſmiling here, | He 
The Plants and Flow'rs appear | - An 
Moſt ſweetly charming : : 
The Sun may ceaſe to ſhine, | | 
Aud all its Pow'rs refign, $h 
Your Eyes dart Rays divine, [ 132" $51 
All Nature warming. | T 
Then, leaning on her Breaſt, Te 
He claſp'd her lovely Waiſt, | A 
With Words endearing preſt, 
No Thought of harming; | } In 
At which the bluſhing Maid, *. 
Thus, fighing, to him ſaid, 2h 'T 
My foolith Heart's betray'd, | N. 
By Words ſo charming. Fiber 
Near bye there was a Grove, MS. 
A proper Place for Love, T 


To which this Couple moye, 
Alike deſiring ; 
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She fell into his Arms, 


And ſaid, take all my Charms, 
Love beats his laſt Alarms, 


I'm juſt expiring. 


SONG CCXXX. 

7 HILST Alexis lay preſt | 
In her Arms he lov'd beſt, " 

With his Hand round her Neck, | 
And his Head on her Breaſt, 

He found the fierce Paſhon too haſty to tay, | 

And his Soul in the Tempeſt juſt flying away. 


When Celia ſaw this, 

With a Sigh and a Kiſs, 
She cry'd, Oh my Dear ! 

I am robb'd of my Bliſs ; 
'Tis unkind to your Love, and unfairhfully done, 
To leave me behind you, and die all alone. 


The Youth, tho“ in Haſte, 
And breathing his laſt + 
In Pity dy'd flowly, 1 
While ſhe dy'd more faſt; 
'Till at length ſhe cry d now, my Dear, now ler us 
Now die, my Alexis, and I will die too, [go, 
Thus intranc'd they did lie, 
Till Alexis did try 
To recover new Breath, 
That age in he might die: 
2 2 
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Then often they dy'd, but the more they did ſo, 
"The Nymph dy'd more TE and the Shepherd 


more ſlow, 


— 


$ONG CCXXXI. 
N Chlorzs all ſoſt Charms agree, 
Inchanting Humour, pow'rful Wit; 
Beauty, from AﬀeQation free, 
And for eternal Empire fit. 
Where- e er ſhe goes, Love waits her Eyes, 
The Women envy, Men adore; 
"Tho? did ſhe leſs the Triumph prize, 
she wou'd deſerve the Conqueſt more. 
But Vanity ſo much prevails, 
She begs what none elſe would deny her ; 
Makes ſuch Advances with her yes, 
The Hopes ſhe gives prevents Defire : 
-Catches at-ev*ry triffing Heart, 
Grows warm with every glimm' ring Flame; 
The common Prey ſo dreads her Dart, 
It ſcarce can-pierce a noble Game, 


I cou'd lie Ages at her Feet, 
Adore her, careleſs of my Pain, 
With tender Vows her Rigours meet, 
Deſpair, love on, and not complain; 
My Paſſion from all Change ſecure, 
No Favours raiſe, no Frown controuls, 
I any Torment can endure, * 
But hoping with a Crowd of Fools, 


- 


d 


That ev'ry Lover might have read 


* FT” 
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Anging the Plain one Summer's Night. « 
To paſs a vacant Hour, . 
I fortunately chanc'd to light 
On lovely Phillis” Bow'r: 
The Nymph adorn'd wich Thouſand Charms, 
In Expectation ſat, . # 
To meet thoſe Joys in Strephon's Arms, | 
Which Tongue cannot relate. 


Upon her Hand ſhe lean'd her Head, 
Her Breaſts did gently-riſe;. 


Her Wiſhes in her Eyes. . 
At ev'ry Breath that moves the Trees, 
She ſuddenly would ſtart 3 
A Cold on all ber Body feiz'd, 
A Trembling on her Heart. 


But he that knew how well ſhe loy'd, 

Beyond his Hour had ſtay'd; ' 

And both with Fear and Anger moy'd 
The melancholly Maid. 

Ye Gods, ſaid ſhe, how oft he ſwore 
He would be here by One; 

But now, alas! tis Six, and more, 
And yet he is not come. 


o 3 | N | 
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Iſtracted with Care 
For Phzllzs the Fair, 
Since nothing cou'd move her, 
Poos Damon, her Lover, 
Reſolves in Deſpair 
No longer to languilh, 
Nor bear ſo much Avguiſh; 
But mad with his Love, 
To a Precipice goes, 
Where 2 Leap from above 
Would ſoon finiſh his Woes. 


When in Rage he came there, 


Beholding how ſteep ' 

The Sides did appear, f 

And the Bottom how deep; 
His Torments projecting, 


And ſadly reflecting, 

That a Lover forſaken, 
A new Love may get 3 

But a Neck, when once broken, 
Ian't eaſily ſer. 


_And that he cou'd die 
Whenever he worfd, 

But that he cou'd live 
But as long as he cou'd 

How grievous ſoever 
The Torment might grow, 
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He ſcorn'd to endeavour | 

To finiſh ir ſo, 
But bold, anconcern'd, 

At Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmly return L? 

To his Cottage again. 


— — 


SONG CCXXXIV. 
O thou perpetual whining Lover, 
For Shame l ve off this humble Trade, 
'Tis more than Time thou gav't ic over, 
For Sighs and Tears will never move her; 


By them more obſtinate ſhe's made, 
And thou by Love, fond conftant Love betray'd.. 


The more, vain Fop, thou ſu'ſt unto her, 
The more ſhe does torment thee {till, 
Is more perverſe the more you wooe her, 
When thou art humbleſt, lays thee lower ; 
And when moſt proſtrate to her Will, 
Thou meanly begg'f for Life, does baſely kill. 


By Heaven ! 'tis againſt all Nature, 
Honour and Manhood, Wit and Senſe, 

To let a little female Creature 

Rule, on the poor Account of Feature; 
And thy unmaoly Patience 

Monſtrous and ſhameful as her Inſolence. 


2 3 
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Thou may 'ſt find Forty will be inder, | 
Or more compaſſionate at lea a 

If one will ſerve, two Hours will find her, 

And half this 'Do for ever bind her / 

As firm and true as thy own Breaſt, 

On Love and Virtue's double Intereſt. 


But if thou can't not live without her, 

This only ſhe, when it comes to't, 
And ſhe relent not (as I doubt her) 
Never make more ado about her, 

To ſigh and whimper is no Boot; 

Go hang thy ſelf, and that will do't, 


— 


SONG ccxxxv. 
Oung Strephon, by his folded Sheep, 
Sat wakeful on the Plains: 
Love held his weary Eyes from Sleep, 

While, ſilent in the Vale, 
The lining Nightingale 
Forgot her on, to hear his Strains. 


And now the beauteous Queen of Night, — 


Unclouded and ſerene, 
Sheds on the neĩghh' ring Sea her Silver Light ; 
The neighb'ring Sea was calm and bright; 


The Shepherd ſung, inſpir'd, and bleſt the lovely 


Scene : 


— 


While the Skie and Seas are ſhining, 


| Pleas'd my amorons Tale to bear, 

Smiles, and ſoftly turns ber Sphere, _ 
While the Skie and Seas are ſhining, 

See, my Flora“? Charms they wear. 


Ah; fooliſh Srrephon ! change thy Strain, 
The lovely Scene falſe Joy inſpires: _ 
For look, thou fond, deluded Swain, 
A riſiug Storm-invades the Main! 
The Planet of the Night, 
Inconſtant, from thy Sight, 
Behind a Cloud retires, 
Flora is fled, thou lov'ſt in vain: 
Ah, fooliſh Rs change thy Strain, 


Hope beguiling, 
Like the Moon and Ocean ſmiling, 
Does thy eaſy Faith betray. 
| Flora ranging, 
Like the Moon and Ocean changing, 
More inconſtant proves than they. 
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SONG CCXXXVI, 


AIR celia Love pretended, 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r, 

When Damos long attended | 

Beyond the promis'd Hour : 
At length impatient — N 

Of anxious Expectation, 
His Heart with Rage 0 eerflowing, 

He vented thus his Paſſion. 


To all the Sex, deceitful, 

A long «nd laſt Adieu, 
Since Women prove ungratefut 
As off as Men prove true. 
The Pains they cauſe are many, 

And long and bard to bear, 

| The Jays they give (if any) 
Fem, ſbor 1, and un ſincere. 


But celia now repenting 

Her Breach of Aſſignation, 
Arriv'd with Eyes conſenting, 

And ſparkling Inclination, 
Like Cytherea ſmiling, 

She bluſh'd and laid his Paſſion; 
The Shepherd ceas'd reviling, 
And ſung this Recantation. 


Hom engaging, how endearing, 
1s a Lover's Pain and care 


And what Joys the Nympb's appe 


After Abſence or Deſpair | * ' 


Women wiſe increaſe De ſiring, 
By contriving kind Delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring, 
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All they mean is more to pleaſe. _ 


SONG CCXXXVII. 


Entle Zephyrs, ſilent Glades, 


Purling Streams, and cooling my 


Senſes pleaſing, 

Pains appeaſing, 
Love each tender Breaſt inyades, 
Here the Graces Beauties dring, 
Here the warbling Choriſts ſing, 

Love inſpiring, 

All defiring 
To adorn the Infant Spring, _ 
Here behold the am'rous Swains, 


Free from Angui ſh, free from Pains, 


Nymphs complying, * 
Cares beguiling, | 
Venus, ſmiling, glads the Plains. 
Let not us, too charming Fair, 
Be the only hapleſs Pair: 
Oh relieve me, 
Ceaſe to grieve me, 
Eaſe your anxious Lover's Care. 
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Kiodly here indulge my Lore. 
This is, my Dear, no . 

Not revealing, a A 

But concealing, 
All to Love propitious prove. 
In thy Air and charming Face, 
Dwells an irrefiftleſs G race; 

Ever charming, 

Love alarming, 

To purſue the bliſsful Chaſe, _ 1 


Let me touch this panting Breaſt, 
Here for ever let me reſt, | 


Bliſs enjoying, 
Never cloying, 
Ever loving, ever bleſt. 


CC. ö 1 — 1 
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SONG CCXXXVII. 


E LL me no more I am deceiv'd ; 
That Chloe's falſe and common: 
1 always knew (at leaft beliey'd) 
She was a very Woman: 
As ſuch, I 1ik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
She ſtill was conſtant when poſleſs'd, 
She could do more for no Man. 


But oh! her Thoughts on others ran, 

And that you think a hard thing; 

Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the Man, 
And what care I one Farthing ?- 


Ye 


You think ſhe's falſe, Pm fure ſhe's kind, 


I cake her Body, you her Mind, | 
Who has the better Bargain? 


__ "a ** Ai. — — — 
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H! the charming Month of May, 

When the Breezes fan the Treis, is 
Full of Bloſſoma, freſh and gay, 
Oh! the charming Month of May, 
Charming, charming Month of May. 


Oh ! what Joys our Proſpects yield, 
In a new Livery, when we ſee every 
Buſh aud Meadow, Tree and Field, 


Oh ! what Joys, G. Charming Joys, &. 


Oh! how freſh the Morning Air, 
When the Zephyrs and the Heifers, 

Their odoriferous Breaths compare: 
Oh! how freſh, & c. Charming freſh, vec, 


Oh! how fine our Evening's Walk, 
Where the Nightingale delighting, 


With her Songs ſuſpends our Talk, 
Oh! how fine, &c, Charming fine, & e. 


Oh! How fweet at Night to dream 
On moſſy Pillows, by the Trillows 
Of a gentle purling Scream, 


Oh! how ſweet, #c, Charming ſweet, Sc, 


- 
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Oh ! how kind the Country Laſs, - 
Who, her Cows bilking, leaves her Wr 


For a green Gown on the Graſs: 
Oh! how kind, c. Charming kind, 1 


oh! how ſweet it is to ſpy | 
At the Concluſion, her deep Confuſion, 
Bluſhing Cheeks, and down-caſt Eye, 
Oh ! W &c, Charming | ſwoet, Se. 


Oh ! the arms Curds and Cream 
When all is over, ſhe gives ber Lover, 
Who on her skimming Diſh carves her Name: 
Oh ! the charming Curds and Cream, 
Charming, charging Curds and Cream. 


> 


— 


80 N 6 CCXL. 
Ould you court the Joys won't leave you, 
Pay your Vows to Bacchus Shrine; 
Other Pleaſures will deceive you : 
Truth is only found in Wine, 4 


Let the puny ſneaking Lover 
Bow to Cupid, like a Fool; 
Juſt Experience will diſcover 
He's no more than Woman's Tool. 


Bring more Wine, then charge your Glaſſes; 
Let em flow with gen'rous Red: | 

Drown a Thouſand loving Aſſes, 

Then ia Triumph march to Bed. 


Fe 
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M* MR SIE Jong; 


I fic all ſober ſad, 
Drunk as a Piper all Day long, 
Or, like a March Hare, mad. 
Round as a Hoop the Bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her, 
For tho? as drunk as David's Sow, 
J love her till the better. 
Pert as a Pewr-monger I'd be, 
If Molly were but kind, 
Cool as a Cucumber would ſee 
The reſt of Womankind. 
Like a ſtuck Pig I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er, 
Lean 25 4 Rake with Sighs and Care, 
Sleek as a Mouſe before. | 


Plump as 2 Partridge Iws known, 
And ſoft as Silk my Skin, | 


F 


My Cheeks as fat as Butter grown, 


- But as a Groat now thin, 


1, melancholly as a Cat, 
Am kept awake to weep, 

But ſhe, in ſenſible of that, 
Sound as a Top can ſleep, 

Hard is her Heart,as Flint or Stone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 


A 2 
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And merry as a Grig is grown, * 
- And brisk as bottled Ale. 
The God of Love, at her Approach, 
Is buſy as a Bee 3 
Hearts, ſound as any Bell or Rogch, 
Are ſmir, and ſigh like me. 


'Ah me! as thick as Hopps or Hail, 
The fine'Men crowd about her, 

But ſoon as dead as a Door-Nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


Strait as my Leg her Shape appears, 
O! were we join'd together, 


My Heart would ſoon be free from Cares, 
And lighter than à Feather. 
As ſine us Five-pence ĩs her Mien, 
No Drum was ever tighter; 
Her Glance is us a Razor keen, 
And not the Sun is brighter. 
As ſoft as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks I feel them yet, 
Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 
Her Eyes as black as Jet. 
As ſmooth as Glaſs, as white as Curds, 
Her pretty Hand invites, 
Sharp as a Needle are her Words, N 
Her Wit like Pepper bites. | 
brick 1s u Body Louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a Penny dreſt, 
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Sweet 2s 2 Roſe her Face and Lips, . 
Round as a Globe her Breaſt. 
Full as an Egg was I with Glee, 
And happy as a King; 
Good lack! how all Men envy'd me, 
She lov'd like any thing, 
But falſe as Hell, ſhe, like the Wind, 
Chang'd, as her.Sex muſt do, 
Tho? ſeeming as the Turtle kind, 
And as the Goſpel true. 
If 1 and Molly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 
Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
Apd richer than a Few. | 
Till you grow tender as 2 Chick, 
I'm dull as any Poſt, _ 
Let us, like Burrs, together tick, 
As warm as any Toaſt, 
You'll know me truer than a Dye, 
And with me better ſped, 
Flat as a Flounder when I lie, 
And as a Herring dead. 
Sure as a Gun, ſhe'l] drop a Tear, 
And figh, perhaps, and wilh, 
When I'm as rotten as a Pear, 
And mute as any Filh, . 
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HE Danger is over, the Battle is paſt, | 
The Nymph had her Fears, but ſhe ventur d 
at laſt: | 


She try'd the Encounter, and when it was done, 
She ſmil'd at her Folly, and own'd ſhe had won. 


By her Eyes we diſcoyer the Bride has been pleas'd, 
Her Bluſhes become her, her Paſſion is eas'd, 
She diſſembles her Joy, and affe&s to look'doyn, 
She fighs, tis for Sorrow tis ended fo ſoon, 


"» 


Appear all ye Virgins, both aged and young, 
And you that have carry'd that Burthen too long, 
Who've loſt precious Toy and you who are 


loſing, 
Betray'd by your Fears, twixt * and chuſing. 


Draw near, and learn what will ſettle your Mind, 

You'll find your ſelves happy, when once you are 
kind; 

Do but wiſely reſolve the ſweet Venture to run, 

The Loſs will be little, and much to be won. 


= WR 


SONG CCXLIII. 


ERE I to chuſe the greateſt Bliſs 
That e'er in Love was known, 
'Twould be the higheſt of my Wiſh, 
T' enjoy her Heart alone: 
Kings might poſſeſs their Kingdoms free, 
And Crowns unenvy'd wear, 
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They ſhould no Rival have of me, 

Might 1 reigri Monarch het. 

Hear, Cysthie, bear the gentle Air 
But whiſper out my Love, 


And prove but half fo kind 48 fair, 
My Sorrow you'll remove: 


Cynthia, Oh! let us happy be, 


Unite our Hearts in Love, 
Pd change not ſuch Felicity 
For all the Joys above. 


89 — 
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OME, fill vs a Bumper of Red my brave Boys, 
Let us call for the Slaves from below z 
Wine alone tis inſpires the Mind with true Joys, 
Since the Gods in their Heav'n drink fo, 


He that troubles his Brain with dull Cares 'is atv 
Aſs, 
Having ſuch brisk- Liquor before him, 
Let us bury the World in the Grave of the Glaſs; 
And for the brisk God, let's adors him. 


Let us laugh at the Wiſe, and the ĩt Morals deſpiſe, 
The rich Juice tis affords us Delight; 

Let's drink a good Health to our Miſtreſs's Eyes, 
Till our own Eyes ſhall bid us good Night, 
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pie! what mean I, fooliſh. laid, 
In this remote and filent Shade, 
To meet with you alone? 
My Heart does with the Place combine, 
And both are more your Frietids than mine; 
Oh! I ſhall be undone ! 


A Savage Beaſt I would not fear, - — 
Or ſhould I meet with Villains here, 
I to ſome Cave would run; 
But fuch inchanting Art you ſhow, 
I cannot ftrive, I cannot go; 
Oh! T ſhall be undone! 


Ah! give your ſweet Temptations o'er, 
IN touch thoſe dangerous Lips no more: 
What muſt we yet fool on? 
Ah! now I yield, ah! now I fall, 
Ah! now I have no Breath at all, 
And now I'm quite undone ! 


* 


SONG CCXLVI. 


Y Maſters and Friends, whoever intends 
To trouble this Room with Diſcourſe 2 
You that fic bye are as guilty as I, | 
Be your Talk the better or worſe: 


- 
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Now, leſt you ſhould prate of Matters of State, 
Or any thing elſe that might hurt us; 
Wo rather wil wink oC our Ops ne. 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe, XN 


Suppoſe you ſpeak clean from the Matter 10 
That's not a Pia here or there; [mean, 

Yet take this Advice, be both merry and wiſe, 
Ye know not what Creatures be near: | 

Or ſuppoſe that ſome Sot ſhould lurk in this Wwe, 
To ſcatter out Words that might hurt us; 

To free that ſame Doubt, we'll ſes all che Pot out. 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe, | 


If any Man here be in bodily Fear, 
Of a Wolf, 2 Wife, or a Tweak; 

Here's Armour of Proof, ſhall keep her aloof; 
Here's Liquor will make a Man ſpeak: 

Or if any intend to challenge his Friend. 
Or rail at a Lord that might hurt us, 

Let him drink once or twice of this Helicon Juice, 
And then he ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe. < 


He that rails at the Times, in Proſe or in Rhimes, 
Doch bark like a Dog at the Moon: | 
Sings Prophecies ſtrange, and threatens ſome 
Change, 
And hangs them upon the Queen's Tomb: 
He is but a Railer, or propheſying Taylor, 
To ſcatter out Words that might hurt us, 
Let's talk of no Matches, but drink and fing Cat 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe, [chet, 5 


292 A SShe# CoLLection 
It is a mad Teal for a Man to reveal | 
His ſected Thoughts when he boozes 3 
He is but #.Widgeon that talks of Religion, 
In Taverns, of in tippling Houſes : 
It is not for us thus to diſcourſe, _ 
Let's talk of nothing that might hurt us; 
But let us begin a new Health to the King, : l 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe. 


Amidſt of our Bliſs tw ill not be amiſs 
To talk of our going home late; 
H Conſtable Nite, or 4 Piſi- pot at Night, 
Should chance to be ſpilt on our Pate: 
It were all in vain to rage or complain, 
Or ſcatter out Words that might hurt us, 
'Twere better trudge home to honeſt kind 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpole, 


e —_. 


SONG CCXLVII. 


Eave off, fond Hermite, leave thy Vow, 
And fall again to Drinking ; 
That Beauty that wo'n't Sack allow, 
Is hardly worth thy thinking: 
Dry Love or ſmall can never hold, 
And without Bacchus, Venus ſoon grows cold. 


Do'ſt think by turning Anchorite, - 
Or a dull Smell-Beer Sinner, 

Thy cold Embraces can invite, 
Or ſprightly Courtſhip win her : 


0 


A Enes sone mY 


No, tis Canary that inſpires, © 
"Tis Sack, like Oil, gives Flames bo DE 


This makes thee chant thy Miſtre@s _— | 
And to the Heavens raiſe her: I, 
And range this univerſal Frame * 
For Epithets to praiſe her: 

Low Liquors render Brains unwitty, 
And neꝰ er provoke to Love, but move to Pity. 


= 


Then be thy ſelf, and take thy Glaſs, 
Leave off this dry Devotion; 
Thou muſt, like Neptune, court thy Laſs,. 
Wallowing in Ne#ar's Ocean: 
Let's offer to each Lady's Shrine | 
A full crown'd Bowl, here's a Health to one: 


—— 


SONG ccxL vil. 


Curſe on all Cares, 
And popular Fears, 
Come, let's away to the Bel, 
For their Wine there drinks well; 
There take off our Glaſs, 
Nay, it ſhall not one paſs, 
Chor, For we will be dull and heavy no more, 
Since Wine does increaſe, and there's Clatet good 
Store, 


Come fill up your Wine, 
Look, fill it like mine, 
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Here, Boys, I. begin DTS 
© A good Health to che Ki z he 
Fack, ſee it go round,” 
Whilſt with Mirth we abound, 


Chor, For we will be dull and heavy no more, 
Since Wine does 2 and there's Claret good 


i St ore, 


. Nay, don't ns deceive, 
Why this will you leave? 
The Glaſs is not big, 
What-a-pox, you're no Mig; 
Come, drink up the reft, 
Or be merry at leaſt, 

Chor. For we will be dull and heavy no more, 
Since Wine does increaſe, and there“ eim 
Store, 


4 
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* SONG CCXEIX. 
5 O, happy Paper, doubly bleſt, 
To fair Corrang ſteal, 
If not too great to be expreſt, 
Tell her the Pain I feel, 
Tell her how raging is my Flame, 
Too exquilice to bear ! f : 
Bur ſay not how, nor whence you came, 
Nor ſpeak one Letter of my Name, 
Leſt it may grate her Ear. 


SE 
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O! be that Moment ever bleſt, , 1 
When firſt I ſaw my Love, Y 

The deareſt; ſweeteſt, and the ben 

That &er was form'd above? 
2 And bloom on ev'ey/ Fart, 

Ten thouſand Arrows, bam die Lens 
shot thro my Soul with fuser Surprize, == 
And ſtood to guard her Heart. SH 
In vain the envious Shades of Night, 

Or Follies, of the Day, 
Could veil her Image from-wy Sight, 
Or tempt my Soul to ftr. * 
She is the only wakiog Theme K 
Which o'er my W reigns, 
4 Her pleaſing Form meets ey'ry Dream, 

More Charms in her each Day there ſeem; 

That till thro* all my Veins, * © 

Let me be loſt in thy Embrace, 25 

As Rivers in the Sen; | | | 1 | 

Or live Eternity of Days, » 

To love and honour the?! 
In thoſe dear Arms (but Fate controuls) 
I'd as the Mountains fly, 

Still breath away ſucceſſive Souls 

"So Billow after Billow rolls, . 
To kiſs the Shore and die. 


FP 


O then I it no longer own'd, 


vet if in bigheſt Heavens do hine® 
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HEN on fair Celia 1 did * 
A wounded Heart of Stone, 
The Wound had almoſt made me cry, 


For mine was ne'er ſo bleſt. 


Each conſtant Mariyt's Heart; 
Then fl may well give Reſt ro _ 
That for her ſake doth art. 


Where, ſented in'fo high u Bim, 
Tho wounled, it ſhall live+ : 


— Paradiſe, -_ - 1. 4 
Life doth gi. 0 
Oriftho Place ben ſacred w. 
Did but her ſaving Eyre : 
Batke wy fk Hen inn kind Tur, 
Then ſhould I, never die. 


_ 


Slight Balms may ben! es | 1 1 


* .Can aver hops M. 4s W . 's 98 * 
A wounded Heart * wine. 13 112 * | 
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